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COURTESr  OF  THE  ROAD 


MOTOR, 
NUMBER 

Priced 


$250.00 

F.  0.  B.  Windsor. 
Ont.,  complete  and 
ready  lo  install  in 
your  present  ice-box 


In  the  dark  and  worried  past, 

We  fussed  with  ice  that  did  not 
Then,  one  bright  and  happy  day 

The  Little  Ice  Cubes  came  our  way 

Now,  in  a  manner  automatic, 

Our  food  is  just  as  in  the  Arctic 

Our  drinks  keep  cool,  desserts  so  nice, 
With  Ice-O-Matic  cubes  of  ice! 

ICE-O-MATIC  REFRIGERATION  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

WINDSOR  ::  ::  ::  ,~v      ONTARIO 


Refrigeration* 


Goblin 


s  T     T  £  W()R|(ER 

y 

Your  pencil  should  be  as  sure  and  as  never-failing  aV^he  tested 
tool  in  the  hands  of  the  skilled  worker.  Such<  is  .EveVshaifp — 
and  Eversharp  alone.  It  springs  into  action  atVour^command 
and  never  falters  in  its  trusty  service.  Other  pencils  disappoint 
you  when  you  need  them  most.  The  genuine  Eversharp  is  as 
tirelessly  efficient  S^' your  own  right  hand. 


MADE   IN  CANADA    BY  THE  WAHL   COMPANY,    LIMITED ,  TORONTO 


Goblin 


Men  Buy 

Astoria  Shoes 

for  the 


Appearance,  Quality,  Comfort 
and  Wear  of  a  custom-made 
shoe  without  the  cost. 

Tailor      made      for      particular 
trade. 

SCOTT  &  McHALE,  Limited 

LONDON        -        ONTARIO 
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Motorists  I  Have  Known 

1MOTORISTS  who  spend  all  win- 
ter plannin'g  a  tour  to  Los 
Angeles  via  Seattle  and  decide  to 
spend  the  two  weeks'  holiday  in 
summer    on    a    visit    to    Brother 

Henry  at   Port   Credit  instead 

motorists  who  insist  that  after  all 
you  can't  beat  the   Ford  for  real 

service motorists    with  dazzling 

headlights motorists   who  carry 

maps  and  try  to  understand  them 

motorists    who    bet    they    can 

beat  that  train  to  the  crossing 

motorists    who    can't motorists 

who  stall  on   the   main   corner  at 

the    busy    hour motorists    who 

try    to   explain    to   traffic   cops 

motorists     who     know     better 

motorists  who  can't  understand 
what's  wrong  with  the  engine 
because  it  was  all  right  when  they 

left    home motorists    who    turn 

around  to  chat  with  the  rear  seat 
passengers  while  negotiating  Horse 
Shoe  Curve  because  they  know  the 
road  so  well  they  could    go  over  it 

blind-folded motorists  who  slow 

down  to  five  miles  an  hour  at  every 
corner  and  loudly  protest  when  a 

truck  bumps  them  in  the  rear 

motorists  who  are  going  to  patent 
a  little  invention  they  have,  to  pro- 
vide a  mechanical  hand  that  will 
stick  out  when  one  wants  to  make 

a    turn motorists    who    get    up 

early  in   the  morning motorists 

who  come  home  early  in  the  morn- 
ing  lady    motorists    who    never 

exceed  ten  miles  an  hour  and  honk 
the  Klaxon  three  times  at  every 
crossing lady  motorists  in  road- 
sters, who  break  all  the  road  rules 
and  put  their  trust  in  their  tech- 
nique at  vamping  cops  young 
motorists  who  write  smart  mottoes 
all  over  their  flivvers  ...  motorists 
in  general and  once  again,  mo- 
torists with  dazzling  headlights 

— Leslie  McFarlane. 


Prompted  from  the  Back  Seat 

The  driver  of  a  Ford  sedan,  who 
was  plainly  out  of  his  element  in 
city  traffic,  attempted  to  turn 
around  in  the  middle  of  a  block, 
and  was  side-swiped  and  upset  by 
a  hook  and  ladder  fire  truck  on  its 
way  to  answer  a  call. 

Striding  over  to  the  overturned 
vehicle,  a  traffic  officer  poked  his 
head  through  the  broken  window 
and     demanded,     "What    do     you 


mean  by  blockin'  traffic  like  this? 
C'mon  outta  there;  you're 
pinched!'' 

"You  let  him  alone!"  said  a 
female  voice  from  the  back  seat. 
"How  did  we  know  them  drunken 
painters  was  going  to  run  into  us?" 


The  Last  Word  in  Automobiles 

"I'll   drive,"     said   the   wife,   as 
she  climbed  into  the  back  seat. 


W/ 


"Don't  you  go,  Annie.      You  remember  how  far  auntie  said  she  had  to  Walk 
back  when  she  went  for  a  ride  wit'  a  strange  feller!" 
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INVITATIONS    I    HAVE    DECLINED 


With  and  Without  Thanks 
By  JOSEPH  EASTON  McDOUGALL 


lvf  ^  dear  Joe:"  wrote  Harry. 
"How'd  you  like  to  come 
out  to  the  farm  for  a  couple  of 
weeks  this  spring  to  see  the 
ploughing?  The  ground  is  getting 
pretty    soft   now   and     I've    asked 


won't  come  back.  Farrell  won't, 
I  mean.  So  you  see  I'm  all  alone. 
"Better  take  the  midnight  train 
that  gets  in  here  about  three  in 
the  morning.  The  farm  is  only 
a  short  three  miles  from  the  station. 


Ted,  Larry  Goastleigh,  Jimmy  and     Leave  your  bags  if  you're  walking 


Bud,  so  we  ought  to  have  a  great 
old  reunion.  It'll  do  you  the 
world  of  good;  you  city  guys 
don't  know  what  it's  like  to  be 
out  in  God's  great  world  at  four 
a.m.  on  a  cool,  crisp  morning. 

"I've  had  a  spell  of  hard  luck 
lately.  One  of  the  men  said  the 
work  was  too  hard  and  went  to 
the  city  for  a  soft  job,  boiler- 
making,  I  believe.  Old  Hal  Farn- 
ham,  who's  been  with  me  ever 
since  I  came  out  here,  went  gaga 
the  other  day. 
Started  to  bab- 
ble about  pigs 
and  cows  get- 
ting on  his 
nerves  or  some- 
thing, got  dram- 
atic in  the  pig 
sty  with  a  sickle 
and  I  had  to 
have  him  locked 
up.  I     think 

that  damn  fool 
psychoanalysis 
stuff  is  to  blame. 
It's  a  sign  of  the 
times.  Then 

after  that  old 
Bill  Gutch  drop- 
ped dead  over  a 
plow.  Mur- 

mured some- 
thing about 
"slave  driver'' 
and  passed  out. 
To  cap  the  cli- 
max Imperator 
1 1 1  got  loose 
again  and  chas- 
ed little  Jack 
Farrell  into  the 
village    and    he 


and  we'll  go  back  for  them  later. 
Come  out  and  learn  to  do  some- 
thing useful.  Yours  for  a  grand 
old    time, 

"Harry." 

*        *        * 

"You  are  cordially  invited," 
wrote  The  Toggy  Shop,  "to  attend 
our  early  spring  showing  of  fancy 
vests.  Among  the  exquisite  range 
you  will  find  striking  effects  from 
the  genius  of  the  most  famous 
designers  of  Paris,  France." 


"Dear  Joe:"  I  read.  "The  first 
corn  roast  of  nineteen  jolly  old 
twenty-seven!  Think  of  it!  Wanna 
be  in  on  it?  All  the  gang'll  be 
there,  down  on  the  beach  like  old 
times.  Ukeleles  and  all  the  old 
songs!  Fellows  and  their  gals.  The 
old  folks  too.  Looks  like  a  big 
night.  Everybody  happy.  Pop 
and  sandwiches.  Can  you  beat 
it?  Bring  along  some  grub  and  a 
couple  of  steamer  rugs  as  it  may 
be  a  little  chilly.  Yours  for  a  real 
old-time  get  together;  remember 
the  date,  March  20th.  Two  bucks 
a  throw. 

''Th'  Bunch." 

"Dear  Sir:"  said  the  circular. 
"You  have  been  selected  as  one  of 
the  represen- 
tative men  of 
the  Dominion  to 
be  the  first  own- 
ers of  the 
Special  Limited 
Edition  of  Sey- 
mour 
leigh's 


work, 
Divers 
Made 


Boar- 
great 
'Pearl 
Who 
Good.' 


"/  never  did  want  the  vote  anyway!     Just  look  what  it  has  done  for  us! 


I" 


This  beautiful 
and  important 
masterpiece  will 
rank  with  the 
great  books  of 
authority  of  the 
world.  Merely 
send  five  dol- 
lars as  your  first 
payment  in  the 
enclosed  envel- 
ope and  we'll 
send  the  book." 
*        *        * 

"Old  Thing," 
wrote  Anastas- 
ia,  "wouldn't 
you  like  to  come 
out  to  Deidleigh 
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for  a  bit,  starting  next  Sunday? 
Papa  and  Mama  are  having  some  of 
the  most  interesting  people,  so 
I  thought  it  would  be  a  treat  for 
some  of  my  friends  if  I  asked  a  few, 
too.  Professor  Bone  who  knows 
all  about  horticulture  will  be 
there,  and  little  Miss  Beatel,  who 
is  going  to  tell  us  all  about  a  new 
bug  she  has  just  discovered  and 
added  to  her  collection.  Then 
there's  the  reverend  Poddle  and 
his  aunt,  the  dear  old  thing.  I 
know  some  people  don't  like  her 
because  she  snaps  her  false  teeth, 
but  she  really  has  a  lovely  mind.  I 
expect  Harry  Boster  will  be  there. 
He  just  won  the  Merry  View 
Hotel  golf  championship  down 
south  and  he'll  be  full  of  it.  Oh, 
there'll  be  lots  of  others  just  as 
jolly  so  you  must  come.  Write  me 
that  you  will,  right  away. 
Cheerio! 

Anastasia." 

*  #        * 

"Now's  our  big  chance,"  began 
Sam.  "The  family  have  gone  to 
Atlantic  City  and  the  place  is 
ours.  Come  up  next  Saturday 
about  eight  and  bring  your  poke 
for  a  real  bridge  game.  We  won't 
have  to  stop  till  the  next  Thurs- 
day so  it  ought  to  be  rich.  Charley 
Sharque  will  be  there.  He's  just 
come  back  from  Palm  Beach 
where  he  cleaned  up  at  five  cents 
a  point  so  the  boys  are  out  to  get 
some  of  it.  As  ever, 

Sam. 
"P.S. — I  almost  forgot — your  share 
of  the  wet  goods  is  $15.54.     Please 

remit." 

*  *        * 

"My  dear:"  She  wrote.  "I 
guess  this  letter  will  surprise  you 
and  I'm  not  sending  you  a  real 
invitation  'cause  you  know  you 
will  always  be  'different'  as  far 
as  I  am  concerned.  I  received 
all  your  letters  and  I  loved  them, 
and  I  guess  you  wondered  why 
I  didn't  reply.  Well,  I  just  didn't 
know  how  to.  Until  I  knew 
for  sure  about  Phil,  that  is.  Phil 
is  Phil  Crane  and  I  know  you'd 
like  him.  He's  something  like 
you  in  a  great  many  ways.     Only 


"By  the  way,  Abelard,  why  did 
they  charge  you  double  for  your  hotel 
room?" 

"Gadzooks,  Spinoza,  they  said 
they  had  to  hire  an  extra  clerk  to 
handle  my  phone  calls  and  mail 
when  I  advertised  for  a  second-hand 
car." 


taller.  Well,  I  might  as  well 
tell  you  and  I  know  you'll  under- 
stand— you  always  said  nobody 
understood  me  like  you  do — well, 
Phil  and  I  are  going  to  be  married 
in  May.  Phil  and  I  both  hope 
you'll  come  to  Arncroft  for  the 
wedding.  May  Lawdy  is  to  be 
one  of  my  bride's  maids  and  I 
know  you'll  love  her.  She's  the 
prettiest  thing,  I  mean,  and  I've 
told  her  all  about  you. 

With  love, 

Maude." 

*        *        * 

"Dear  sir:"  wrote  Mr.  Mc- 
Finkle.  "I  got  your  letter  askng 
for  payment  of  that  account,  and 
as  far  as  I  am  concerned  you  may 

go  to  the  devil  and  howl  for  it." 

*        *        * 

Oily  to  bed 

And  oily  to  rise, 
Such  is  the  life 

Of  the  garage  guys. 

*  *      * 

Down  to  Earth 

What  a  sweet,  demure  creature 
she  was,  thought  the  young  aviator. 
How  naive!  How  unsophisti- 
cated! What  a  pleasure  it  was  to 
swoop  through  the  skies  with  her. 
How  delightful  to  watch  her  ob- 
serving the  beauties  of  the  country- 
side miles  below  them!  Here,  at 
last,  was  a  serious,  a  wholesome 
type  of  companion — frank,  almost 
child-like  in  her  undisguised  en- 
joyment— dignified  in  her  thoughts. 
What  a  welcome  relief  she  was 
from  the  smart-talking,  wise- 
cracking flappers  of  his  acquain- 
tance! And  then  suddenly  he 
heard  a  hysterical  giggle.  A  rauc- 
ous voice — it  actually  drowned  out 
the  hum  of  his  motors — shrieked 
into  his  ear:  "Step  on  it,  kid! 
The  sky's  the  limit!"  — P.  C. 

DIANA  made  a  date  with  FORD, 
But  didn't  treat  him  right, 

She  had  to  DODGE  him,  for  you 
see 
It  was  her  WILLYS-KNIGHT! 

*  *        * 

You  never  hear  the  bee  complain. 
Nor  hear  it  weep  and  wail, 

But  if  it  wish  it  can  unfold, 
A  very  painful  tail. 
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Poor  little  Geraldine  St.  Denis, 
with  only  a  Rolls-Royce  to  take 
this  poor  little  girl  to  and  from 
her  place  of  employment,  third 
from  the  right,  back  row. 


Motorists  I  Have  Known 


By  A.  B.  SAWTELLE 


Miss  O'Finnegan — a  nice,  shiny 
Chevrolet  sedan — and  she'll  work 
for  no  poisson  that  hasn't  a  gar- 
age, as  she  won't  have  it  stolen. 


Terrible  Willie — drives  his  own  particular 
concoction — c  h  amp  ion  puddle-hopper, 
made  from  a  can  and  a  horn  and  a  tank  of 
gas,  and  what  makes  it  go  no  one  knows  nor 
ever  will.  However,  clever  Willie  steps 
on  the  gas  and  makes  it  hit  twenty  per — 
noise  and  smell  plus. 


Dowager  Lady  Chumleigh-Spiffle 
- — Pierce-Arrow  limousine. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Samuel  P.  Potts — second- 
hand Ford  touring. 
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Pedestrian  Monologue 

(Unspoken    Except    the  Last  Nine 

sentences) 
A  NOTHER  street  to  cross,  and 
once  more  I  must  hazard  my 

precious  life Precious  to  myself, 

at  any  rate,  and  no  doubt  Anna, 
though  critical,  after  the  fashion  of 
wives,  would  regret  me  when  she 

had   to  do   the  furnace  herself 

There's  a  car  coming;  I  can  just 
make  it — no,  there's  one  coming 
the     other     way — and     about     six 

more Don't    slow    up,    my    fine 

gentlemen;  a  person  on  foot  has  no 
rights.  I  don't  pay  any  taxes  in 
this  town,  I  suppose.  There,  a 
gap.  Damn!  I  must  run.  No,  I 
won't.  Let  him  knock  me  down 
if  he  dares.  Oh,  you  pull  up,  do 
you?  Glare  at  me,  you  underbred 
scum.  I  can  glare  back,  even  if  I 
haven't  got  a  face  like  yours. 
Put  a  beggar  on  horseback — only 
the  geniuses  that  gave  us  the  horse- 
less carriage  have  put  all  the  idle 
scamps,  all  the  predatory  rogues 
that  infest  civilization   onto   their 

damnable     contraptions Ruskin 

and  those  old  nineteenth  century 
fellows  that  cursed  machinery 
missed  its  finest  flower.  I  only 
wish  I  had  their  power  of  invec- 
tive  As  I  was  saying  to  myself, 

/  pay  the  taxes  which  go  to  build 
the  asphalt  streets  that  I  may  only 


A  Little  Miss  in  the  Car 


put  foot  on  at  peril  of  life  and 
limb;  /  pay  taxes  for  the  upkeep 
of  the  scoundrelly  police  that 
openly     permit     the     law     to     be 

violated Editorial     writers     and 

clergymen  are  forever  asking 
what's  wrong  with  the  present 
age.     I  could  tell  them  in  a  word — 

the  automobile It  destroys  the 

family,  which  is  the  basis  of  civil- 
ization  People  rushing  half  over 

creation  instead  of  remaining  de- 
cently by  their  hearth And  the 

young    folk!      Every      seven  teen- 


"It  wont  be  long  now!" 


year-old  nincompoop  whose  father 
has  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow 
scraped  together  a  competence 
regards  it  as  his  God-given  right 
to  have  a  seventy  horse-power 
devil  of  iron  and  rubber  with 
which  to  scour  the  highways  and 
byways,  producing  a  stench  that 
would  turn  Beelzebub's  stomach. 
And  the  girls How  many  vir- 
gins are  there  over  sixteen  to-day, 
I   wonder?     That  is,  good-looking 

ones.     The    automobile    again 

pour  gin  into  themselves  till  it 
laps   their   pharynx,   then   step  on 

the  accelerator Bingo!     A  ditch, 

and  headlines,  and  headstones. 
And  a  good  job  too.  Look  at 
that  young  pup  driving  past  now. 
Never  did  a  tap  of  work  in  his 
life,  I'll  bet,  and  yet  he  sweeps  by 
in  grandeur,  and  I  that  toil  and 
moil,  day  in  and  day  out,  stand 
at  the  curb  and  am  splattered  with 
mud  and  filth  and  made  to  cough 
with    carbon    monoxide    and    the 

other   products   of  combustion 

Here  I  go — into  Thy  hands,  O 
Lord!  I'm  glad  I  carry  ten  thou- 
sand life Or  would  it  be  better 

for  me  to  hypothecate  my  policy 
and  buy  a  devil  wagon  for  myself? 

My    God!     That   was   a   close 

one!     My  heart!     If  I'm  not  killed 

outright,    I'll   peg   out   some   day 

{Continued  on  page  41) 
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jfflobete  tfjat  ploom  in  tfje  Spring 


*  ■  *  HE  automobile  is  here  to  stay,  as  some  liberal 
*•    i    spirit    once    remarked.      But  not,  apparently, 

WSMM  to  stay  long  in  one  place.  There  are  few 
industries  in  which  activity,  change  and  enterprise 
are  more  familiar  characteristics.  The  pride  of 
to-day  is  a  romantic  memory  to-morrow.  New 
models  appear  so  fast  that  the  proverbial  guinea 
pig  takes  to  cover  in  shame.  The  man  who  drives 
his  car  out  of  the  salesroom  in  Halifax  will  arrive 
in  Toronto  in  time  to  have  it  placed  in  the  historical 
section  of  the  Royal  Ontario  Museum.  The  up-to- 
date  driver  would  rather  turn  in  his  car  on  a  new  one 
than  his  instalment  on  the  old  one.  One  is  reminded 
of  a  recent  movie  sub-title  wise  crack,  "Salesman, 
send  me  up  a  new  limousine;  the  one  I  have  is  all 
dusty." 

It  was  not  always  thus.  There  are  still  to  be 
seen  many  of  the  grand  old  brigade  of  automobiles 
that  were  turned  out  before  the  aesthetes  got  hold 
of  the  motor  industry — hoary  old  crocks  that  have 
seen  better  days  and  which  now,  turned  into  trucks, 
have  been  relegated  to  the  homelier  task  of  yanking 
their  gayer  descendants  out  of  snowdrifts  and  mud- 
holes.  The  old  garage  men  sigh  and  mutter,  "They 
don't  make  'em  like  that  nowadays.''  And  why 
should  they?  There  is  little  logic  in  making  a  car 
that  will  last  fifteen  years  if  it  is  going  to  be  out  of 
style  in  three.  The  inspired  Parisians  who  design 
evening    gowns    for    the    world's    lovely    ladies    are 


little   concerned   with    the   durability   of    the   fabrics 
they    employ. 

There  is  small  room  for  doubt  that  the  present 
trend  is  in  the  wrong  direction,  but  whether  human 
nature,  the  Great  War,  Bolshevism  or  the  motor 
manufacturers  are  to  blame,  it  exists.  Something 
or  somebody  started  the  ball  rolling,  and  neither  you 
nor  I  nor  Mussolini  can  stop  it.  The  question 
resolves  itself,  it  if  resolves  itself  at  all,  into  one  of 
whether  the  automobile  is  a  public  utility  or  an  ac- 
cessory to  amusement.  Which  depends  upon  your 
point  of  view.  Personally,  we  believe  "Something 
ought  to  be  done  about  it." 

Incidentally  have  you  inspected  the  new  spring 
models?  Wonderful,  aren't  they? 

*        *        * 

The  Contest 

TO  the  golden  list  of  devices  for  keeping  people 
awake  nights  must  be  added  GOBLIN'S  figure 
puzzle  which  has  been  successful  in  attracting  entrants 
from  all  parts  of  the  globe.  GOBLIN  hereby  refuses 
to  undertake  the  responsibility  for  adding  machines 
destroyed  by  frenzied  entrants,  or  for  homes  wrecked, 
or  acts  of  mayhem  committed  in  this  worthy  cause. 
The  process  of  selecting  the  winners  from  the  large 
list  of  tying  candidates  is  now  under  way.  It  won't 
be  long  now.  The  announcement  on  page  43  of  this 
issue  tells  the  story. 
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POTAGE   CANADIEN 


Why? 

yHE  New  York  "Mirror,"  tor- 
rid tabloid,  has  promised  the 
Canadian  Government  that  it  will 
reform  and  be  good  from  hence- 
forth if  only  the  dear,  kind,  good 
Canadian  Government  will  let  it 
go  on  being  sold  on  Canadian 
news  stands.  Such  a  reformation, 
if  it  be  true,  must  rank  with  the 
greatest  achievements  of  govern- 
ments of  all  time.  Here  was  the 
nasty  tabloid  being  read  daily  by 
thousands  upon  thousands  of  im- 
pressionable youths  who  react  by 
shooting  up  their  mothers-in-law, 
or  worse,  and  at  a  word  from  Mr. 
Euler  it  deserts  the  primrose  path 
for  the  sawdust  trail.  The  auth- 
ority and  power  of  the  King  Gov- 
ernment in  this  regard  comes  of 
course  from  the  shining  example 
it  has  always  set,  but  to  a  confirm- 
ed sceptic,  the  thing  is  apt  to 
appear  just  too  good  to  be  true. 
It  has  been  the  wont  of  the  "Mir- 
ror" to  assume  an  angle  not  so  well 
suited  to  the  reflection  of  life 
generally  as  one  which  would 
catch  and  cast  back  a  lurid  glare 
from  quarters  not  exactly  nice;  it 
thrived  on  its  smut  appeal.  If 
its  Canadian  addition  is  to  be 
devoid  of  this  slant,  what  justifi- 
cation can  existTor  its  sale?  Surely 
its     enterprising     editors     do     not 


believe  that  they  can  compete  in 
judging  the  Canadian  taste  in 
news  with  the  legitimate  press  of 
the  Dominion,  some  of  whom  have 
made  quite  a  plausible  attempt  at 
it.  If  they  really  intend  to  reform, 
why? 

Rose-Colored  Glasses 

IT  appears  that  the  late  and 
justly  celebrated  election  in  On- 
tario was  not  such  a  blow  between 
the  eyes  for  prohibition  as  had  at 
first  been  imagined.  From  the 
recent  utterances  of  prohibitionists 
— and  they  are  uttering  again — 
one  draws  the  conclusion  that  it 
was  the  Conservative  party  rather 
than  their  platform  which  won 
the  election.  The  Rev.  Ben 
Spence  has  valorously  pledged  the 
Ontario  Prohibition  Union  to  a 
campaign  to  secure  the  repeal  of 
the  Liquor  Control  Act  and  to  elect 
dry  supporters  at  the  next  Provin- 
cial election.  Such  optimism  does 
the  reverend  gentleman  and  the 
union  credit.  If,  however,  the  dry 
agitators  feel  that  they  require  a 
new  leader  they  might  try  to 
secure  the  services  of  M.  Kerensky, 
who  has  just  told  the  people  of 
New  York  that  ninety-nine  per 
cent,  of  the  people  of  Russia  desire 
the  overthrow  of  the  Bolshevist 
regime. 


The  Passing  of  a  Landmark 
\^T£,  were  enjoying  a  noon-hour 
stroll  down  by  the  old  New 
Union  Station  and  pondering  alittle 
sadly  how  soon  the  grand  old  struc- 
ture would  be  no  longer  the  pic- 
turesque butt  of  the  humorist, 
how  the  new  Canadian  Pacific 
Hotel  would  gaze  across  at  it  with 
little  respect  for  the  ancient  tradi- 
tion. A  beautiful  legend  is  passing. 
We  allowed  our  eyes  to  scan  affec- 
tionately the  restful  and  weather- 
beaten  facade.  Under  the  great 
stone  columns  slumbered  a  peace 
that  the  Parthenon  might  envy. 
One  of  the  locked  doors  bears  the 
startling  announcement:  "This 
Station  Not  in  Use." 

Short  Cut 

THEY  were  a  youthful  and  de- 
lightful pair  and  their  faces 
showed  none  of  the  affected  bore- 
dom of  the  usual  honeymooners. 
As  they  sat  opposite  us  on  the 
New  York  train  they  chattered 
charmingly  and  in  complete  dis- 
dain of  listeners. 

"One  play  we're  going  to  see," 
he  said,  "is  Dreiser's  'American 
Tragedy.'" 

"Oh,  Martin,  I'm  so  glad!"  ex- 
claimed his  bride.  "Now  I  won't 
have  to  read  the  book;  isn't  that 
marvelous?" 

Pleasant   Thought 

O  TRANGE  bed-fellows  are  always 
productive  of  amusement,  but 
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it  could  have  been  nothing  short 
of  an  inspiration  of  a  mischievous 
fate  which  made  a  restaurant  in 
Toronto,  with  quarters  in  the 
building  shared  by  the  Canadian 
Anti-Vivisection  Society,  choose  as 
its  name,  "The  Black  Cat  Inn." 

Anecdote 

p\  P.  A.  is  credited  with  the  story 
of  the  man  who  went  into  the 
cake  shop. 

The  man  who  went  into  the  cake 
shop  and  he  asked  the  baker  if  he 
could  bake  him  a  cake  in  the  shape 
of  the  letter  "S."  "Well,"  said 
the  baker,  "I  never  have,  but  I 
suppose  it  could  be  done.  I  will 
have  it  ready  on  Wednesday." 

On  Wednesday  the  customer 
appeared  and  was  shown  the  cake. 
"Dear,  dear!"  said  he.  "That  un- 
doubtedly is  in  the  shape  of  the 
letter  "S,"  but  the  cake  I  require 
must  be  in  the  shape  of  a  script 
"S"  like  this,  whereas  the  cake  you 
have  baked  is  in  the  shape  of  a 
printed  "S."  If  you  can  bake  me 
a  cake  in  the  shape  of  a  script  letter 
"S,"  I  will  return  on  Friday." 

On  Friday  the  customer  re- 
turned and  was  shown  the  cake 
baked  in  the  design  required.  His 
joy  knew  no  bounds.  "It  is  per- 
fect," he  agreed.  "Fine,"  said  the 
baker.  "Where  shall  I  send  it?" 
"Oh,"  replied  the  man,  "don't 
bother  to  send  it  anywhere.  I'll 
eat  it  right  here." 

This  anecdote  is  in  line  with 
Florence  Mills'   story  of   the  man 


who  went  into  the  hat  shop. 

The  man  went  into  the  hat  shop 
and  he  asked  for  a  derby.  "Fine," 
said  the  salesman.  "What  colour?" 

"Oh,  it  doesn't  matter  what  col- 
our," said  the  man. 

"So  much  the 
better,"  said  the 
salesman.  "What 
size?"  "Well,  re- 
plied the  man, 
"I  don't  care  very 
much  about  the 
size." 

"This, "said  the 
salesman,  "is  in- 
dee  d  strange. 
You  come  in  here 
and  request  a  der- 
by and  don't  care 
about  the  colour 
or  the  size!" 
"No,"  said  the 
man.  "You  see, 
it's  for  my  trombone." 

Kisses  That  Kill 

^ESTERN  State  College  must 
be  a  nice  place  in  which  to 
garner    an    education.  Particu- 

larly in  the  department  of  psy- 
chology. They  have  on  their 
curriculum  the  most  interesting 
subjects.  For  example,  the  other 
day  the  hard-working  students 
took  up  osculation.  Only  they 
didn't  call  it  quite  that;  they  call 
it  genetic  psycho'ogy  at  Western 
State.  We'l,  these  boys — and  girls, 
we  presume — came  to  the  start- 
ling conclusion,  as  a  result  of 
their  profound  investigations,  that 


Verses  Written  in  the  Belief 

That  it  is  Useless  to  Resist 

Natural  Magic 

Oh,  millionaires  forget  to  mill 
And  students  hate  their  books, 

The  lambs  go  skipping  o'er  the  hill 
By  syncopating  brooks. 


And  I  shall  buss  a  thousand  maids 
And  break  each  pedant's  rule 

For   April's   in   the   towns  and 
glades 
And  I'm  an  April  Fool! 

Don  Jose 


a  kiss  shortens  human  life  just 
three  minutes.  It  causes  such 
palpitation  of  the  heart  that  the 
extra  beats  amount  to  the  normal 
number  taking  place  in  three 
minutes.  Think  of  the  thousands 
of  attractive 

young  maidens 
doomed  to  an 
early  death.  Fur- 
ther, consider 
the  heroic  self- 
sacrifice  of  the 
students  them- 
selves who  sub- 
mitted to  these 
grueling  tests  in 
the     interest     of 


science. 

The  pronounce- 
ment  of  the  de- 
partment of  gen- 
etic psychology 
is  not  completely 
satisfactory.  It    does    not,    for 

instance,  state  whether  or  not 
its  findings  showed  that  all  kisses 
are    equally    suicidal.  No    dif- 

ferentiation is  made  in  the  data 
we  have  on  hand  between  the 
perfunctory  salute  of  the  com- 
mutor,  dashing  off  his  front  door- 
step to  catch  the  7.12,  and  the 
fade-out  embrace  in  the  movies, 
occupying  thirty  or  forty  feet  of 
valuable  celluloid.  How  about 
kisses  bestowed  on  mothers-in- 
law,  other  people's  babies  and 
pet  poodles?  Are  they  all  dan- 
gerous or  is  there  no  necessity  to 
go  absolutely  kissless  to  attain 
longevity? 

{Continued  on  page  41) 
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Motor  Manners 

If  one  pedestrian  meets  another 
on  the  street  and  they  accidentally 
bump  together,  they  beg  each 
other's  pardon  and  pass  on.  An 
entirely  different  treatment  is  rec- 
ommended where  two  cars  bump. 

The  bumper  honks  his  horn  at 
the  bumpee  and  shouts  some  pleas- 
antry like,  "Hey,  you  big  stiff,  do 
you  think  you  own  this  road? 
You  oughn't  to  be  trusted  with  a 
kiddy  car,  let  alone  an  automobile. 
What  do  you  think  you're  doin', 
anyhow,  you  oversize  piece  of 
cheese?'' 

To  which  the  bumpee  replies: 
"You  fathead,  don't  think  you  can 
get  away  with  any  of  that  stuff  on 
ME.  I've  got  your  number  and 
your  nanny.  Do  you  think  I've 
got  eyes  in  the  back  of  my  head? 
Who  gave  YOU  a  deed  to  this 
road  anyhow?     You  big  rummy!" 

After    which    they    pass    on    or 

fight,  as  the  case  may  be. 

*      *      * 

She  never  powders  up  her  face, 
For  this  I  love  my  Sadie, 

I  see  her  when  the  circus  comes, 
For  she's  the  bearded  lady. 


Trading  in 

'  YY  E'LL  never  get  a  better  bus; 
It's  really  very  dear  to  us; 
We  had  it  seven  years  in  June; 
It's  never  gotten  out  of  tune; 
The  motor's  running  just  like  new; 
We've  only  cleaned  a  plug  or  two; 
It's  really  had  the  best  of  care — 
The  tires  show  but  little  wear; 
Of  course  the  paint  is  dulled  a  bit, 
But  pull!   that  car  has  sure  some 

grit. 
Now  how  much  on  a  Speeder  Six 
Will  you   allow  me,   Mr.   Dix?" 

The  salesman  coughed  behind  his 

hand 
And  said:   "Of  course  you  under- 
stand 
That    older    models,    Mr.    Grace, 
Are   very,    very    hard    to   place; 
A  crowded  market,  don't  you  know, 
And  prices  running  very  low, 
But    I'll    be   liberal   with   you — 
Now    how    would    twenty     dollars 
do?"  —Robert  D.  Little. 

Peabody  (Kans.)  Times — Miss 
Lillian  Aylward,  daughter  of  Proc- 
tor's Crossing,  is  registered  with 
the  freshman  class  at  Radcliffe. 


An  Auto  Salesman  Goes  Crazy 

Thirty  eight  miles  to  the  gallon 
The  first  hundred  down  pay- 
ments are  the  hardest No,  lady, 

that's  the  accelerator       best  little 

bus  on  the  market Yes,  that's  a 

bullet-proof  windshield.  Easy 
now,  shove  her  into  high  It's 
Gluco,   meaning  Forever — a   finish 

that  lasts  a  lifetime Yes,  Rock- 

Me-to-Sleep  springs This  up- 
holstery    will     match     any    gown, 

lady Easy  on  gas?  Why,  boy,  she 

runs  on  kindness  Dammit,  you 
MUST    keep    your    foot    on    the 

clutch You     can't     park    there, 

mister I'll  see  my  wife  about  it 

It'll  pay  for  itself sign  on  the 

dotted   line       sign   on    the   dotted 

line 

—Robert    D.  Little. 
*      *      * 

Dumbell   Rhyme 
Go    hand    the    prize 
To    Gladys    Sears, 
To  cool  her  engine 

She  stripped  the  gears. 
— R.  D.  L. 


"Have  you  read    'Napoleon,   the  Man  of  Destiny")" 
"No,    but    I   think    I  ve   seen    the  movie." 
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Enterprise! 

A    Story    of   Modern    Achievement 

I 
CI  NANCE!  The  great  financial 
houses  of  the  world  are  in  a 
turmoil.  Men  run  excitedly  in 
the  streets  of  London,  New  York, 
Berlin.  Stock  markets  fluctuate 
wildly.  Everywhere  powerful  men 
put  their  heads  together;  they  plan, 
speculate,  dicker,  argue,  struggle. 
And  then  it  is  decided.  The  enter- 
prise is  to  become  a  reality.  The 
bond  issues  are  floated. 

II 
Nature  is  being  conquered.  The 
enormous  excavation  is  begun. 
First,  buildings  are  torn  down; 
then  the  air  for  miles  around  rings 
with  the  sound  of  blasting,  and 
the  steam  shovel  and  the  traveling 
crane.  Experts  from  all  the  world 
are  here!  Thousands  of  labourers 
day  and  night.  Finally  the  foun- 
dations are  completed,  and  the 
giant  steel  frame  work  rears  its 
bulk  above  the  ground.  Soon  the 
unwieldy  girders  are  covered  with 
their  beautiful  coat  of  marble, 
and  artists  and  decorators  are  ply- 
ing their  trade  inside. 

Ill 
Completion.      The    masterpiece 
has  become  a  fact!     Huge  throngs 


Jfir> 


X/    '    I  Uci 

Maisie:  "The  jury   awarded  me 

five  thousand  dollars  damages  from 

thai  fellow  thai  kissed  me." 
Mamie:  "Gee!  that's  swell." 
Maisie:     "But  he   hasn't  got  the 

five  thousand  and  nobody  has  offered 

to  kiss  me  since." 


X&S 


Mose:  "Lightnin    nebah  strikes   twice 
in  de  same  spot." 

Sambo:  "I  knows  it;  dat  spot  am  gone." 


pour  through  its  thousand  and  one 
rooms,  each  one  more  beautiful 
than  the  last.  Beautiful  Grecian 
columns,  pediments  and  friezes  on 
the  outside.  The  marvels  of  the 
world  within.  Dazzling  fountains! 
Priceless  gems  of  sculpture.  The 
paintings  of  the  old  masters — 
Titian,  Leonardi,  Raphael,  Michael 
Angelo,  Velasquez,  Rembrandt 
— the  list  is  never-ending.  Match- 
less tapestries  from  the  Orient. 
Gems  from  the  Transvaal,  India, 
Nippon.  Nothing  capable  of  being 
pictured  by  the  most  vivid  of 
imaginations  is  missing.  Man  has 
triumphed.  Sam  Hick's  new  fill- 
ing station  at  Little  Corners  is  at 
last  completed! — Parke  Cummings. 


Mechanical  Limericks 

A  silly  fellow  named  Lark 

Picked  up  a  young  maid  in  the  park, 
But  she  gave  him  the  "pass'' 
When  he  fed  too  much  gas, 

And  neglected  advancing  his  spark. 

A  cautious  young  pilot  was  Mutch, 
Although   given   to   spooning   and 
such; 
If  a  girl  hollered  "Stop 
Or  I'll  call  for  a  cop," 
He  immediately  released  his  clutch. 
— R.  D.  L. 

"Since  the  invention  of  autos," 
Remarked  Thomas  Strong, 

"The  old  parlor  sofas  just 
Last   twice   as  long." 
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THE  MOTOR  BOYS  ON  THE  PRAIRIES 


"J-JARK!" 

The  speaker  was  a  handsome 
manly  young  fellow  of  about  nine, 
with  curly  red  hair  and  a  slight 
cast  in  one  eye.  As  he  is  to  be 
our  hero,  a  few  words  will  not  be 
out  of  place  to  serve  to  introduce 
him  to  our  young  readers  who 
may,  by  some  unfortunate  mis- 
chance, have  failed  to  read  the 
earlier  volumes  of  this  series.  His 
name  was  Wilbur  Wilberforce, 
and  he  was  the  only  son  of  Winnie 
Wilberforce,  one  of  the  most  win- 
some widows  of  Winchester.  Her 
son  Wilbur  was  her  sole  support, 
although  she  also  took  in  sewing 
and  washing  to  eke  out  the  slender 
income  left  her  by  her  husband, 
at  one  time  a  prominent  hairpin 
bender,  who  committed  suicide 
when  the  bottom  fell  out  of  the 
hairpin    industry.  Wilbur    has 

already  been  introduced  to  our 
young  readers  in  the  earlier  vol- 
umes of  this  series,  which  may  be 
obtained  at  all  book-stores  by 
simply  asking  for  a  copy  of 
'Kant's  Critique  of  Pure  Reason" 
and  winking  violently  with  the 
left  eye,  at  the  same  time  slipping 
the  clerk  a  dollar  for  himself. 
They  will  also  be 
sent  postpaid  by  the 
publishers,  in  a 
plain,  sealed  wrap- 
per, on    request. 

These  volumes, 
entitled,  "The  Mo- 
tor Boys  up  in  the 
Air,  or,  The  Bump 
in  the  Road,"  "The 
Motor  Boys  in  the 
Water,  or,  The  Mis- 
sing Wharf  Railing," 
"The  Motor  |  Boys 
at  Sea,  or,  The  Que- 
bec Road  Map, "etc. , 
etc.,  recount  the 
adventures  of  Wil- 
bur Wilberforce 
and  his  two  chums, 


Or  Across  Manitoba  in  a  Month 

By  LESLIE  McFARLANE 

Sylvester  Slocum  and  Pudge  Mur- 
phy, after  buying  a  second-hand 
car.  Their  trials  and  tribulations, 
anxieties  and  sorrows,  are  por- 
trayed in  a  manner  that  will  not 
fail  to  arouse  a  responsive  echo 
in  every  boy's  heart.  But  let  us 
go  on  with  the  story.  You've 
probably  skipped  all  this  stuff 
anyway. 

"Hark!"  said  Wilbur  Wilber- 
force, looking  out  over  the  prairie. 

"I  heard  you  the  first  time," 
replied  Sylvester,  who  was  the 
life  of  the  party,  and  was  now 
draining  the  last  of  a  bottle  of 
gin. 

"I  thought  I  heard  something." 

"Note  a  sound  was  heard,  not 
a  funeral  note,  as  the  corpse  of 
our  hero  we  buried,"  quoted  Syl- 
vester with  a  merry  laugh,  as  he 
heaved  the  dead  crock  into  a 
wheat  field. 

"It  may  have  been  a  redskin," 
observed  Pudge  Murphy,  other- 
wise known  as  "Squint-Eye,"  a 
studious  lad  who  could  always  be 
relied  on  to  have  all  the  historical 
facts  of  any  locality  at  his  finger- 
tips. Beyond  that,  he  was  all 
right.  "There    are    many    wild 


Indians  in  these  remote  spaces. 
They  lived  in  teepees,  and  subsist 
chiefly  on  maize,  or  Indian  corn, 
as  well  as  on  the  flesh  of  animals 
which  the  men  of  the  tribe  trap, 
an  art  in  which  they  are  singularly 
adept.  There  were  at  one  time 
five  great  tribes  of  Indians  on  this 
continent,  the  Algonquin,  the 
Iroquois — " 

"The  Prince  George,  the  Fort 
Garry  and  the  Chateau  Laurier," 
added  Wilbur  as  the  engine  cough- 
ed and  expired  with  a  sigh.  The 
car  came  to  a  stop.  "I  believe 
we're  out  of  gas." 

Their  situation  was  critical.  They 
were  alone  on  the  boundless  prairie, 
surrounded  by  waving  wheatfields. 
The  gas  tank  was  empty.  The 
nearest  garage  was  fifty  miles 
away. 

And  here  we  will  leave  them, 
for  it  looks  as  if  they  are  in  for 
a    mighty   long   walk. 

The  further  adventures  of  the 
Motor  Boys  will  be  continued  in 
the  next  volume  of  this  series, 
entitled,  "The  Motor  Boys'  Hunt- 
ing Trip,  or,  Pursuing  Pedestrians 
in  Pembroke,"  in  which  many 
exciting  moments  are  in  store  for 
our  young  heroes, 
if  for  nobody  else. 
And  now  let  us 
say   good-bye. 

The  End. 


A  Family  Affair 


"Hark!"  said  Wilbur  Wilberforce. 


"The  dog  ran 
into  the  house 
of  Stephen  Bellis 
in  the  village  and 
bit  his  aunt,  Miss 
Alice  Skillman,  in 
the  foot." 

— SomerVille 

(N.J.)  Gazette. 

If  a  dog  bites  his 
aunt,    that's  news! 
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Anthology  of  Used  Cars 

A    Go-Getter 
I'M  the  car  that  ran  down  the  first  pedestrian, 

Thus  paving  the  way  for  a  great  outdoor  sport, 
Which  promises  to  outrival  golf  in  the 
Amount  of  profanity  involved. 
My  ownership  has  been  shifted  almost  as  often 
As  my  gears, 

The  result  of  having  been  bought  "on  time." 
Oh,  well! 
Time  has  his  way  with  us  all! 

A  Speeder 
I'm  the  first  car  that  was  ever  driven  with  one  hand, 
Thus  giving  me  a  name  for  being  fast, 
Which  was  entirely  unjustified  by  my  record. 
If  I  told  all  the  family  secrets  I  know 
There'd  be  a  civil  war. 

A  Flivver 
After  many  ups  and  downs, 

I  skidded  on  a  downward  grade  and  landed  here. 
Those  whom  I  have  given  rattling  good  times 
Will  forget  me, 

I  have  at  least  one  claim  to  fame, 
For  on  a  moonlight  night  in  June,  1903, 
There  climbed  from  my  seat  to  the  dust  of  the  road 
The  first  girl  who  walked  back. 
Ye  makers  of  jokes,  give  me  my  just  dues. 

—Robert  D.  Little. 

*      *      * 

Spring  Has  Came 

Over  my  head  the  wild  goose  cries; 
A  bunch  of  the  boys  are  knocking  out  flies; 
Old  men  sun  themselves  in  the  square; 
New  spring  bonnets  are  everywhere; 
The  sap  is  dripping  from  maple  trees; 
The  young  man's  thought  are  on  B.V.D.'s; 
Lovers  are  musing  on  last  night's  kiss; 
Would-be  poets  write  verses  like  this 

—Robert  D.  Little. 


"In^a  weak  moment  he  stole  a  piano  for  his  girl." 
"Good  heavens!     In  a  strong  minute  he  might  have 
the  whole  factory. 


The  Spring  Walking  Season  Opens 

More  Sonnets  to  a  Shopliftress 

By  Joseph  C.  Schull 
III 
TO-DAY  once  more,  while  busily  you  plied 

Your  morning's  task  in   many    a  fruitful  store, 
And  I,  observing,  praised,  loved,  laughed  and  sighed 
To  see  your  art  grow  daily  more  and  more, 
You  smiled  on  me,  as  woman  smiles  upon 
Him  whom  she  loves  (I  thought).     Oh!  may  I  dream 
That  I  such  place  in  your  regard  have  won, 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fair  as  now  they  seem? 

I  know  not  why  I  may  not;  yet  my  joy 

Seems  not  so  full  to-day  as  other  days; 

I  weary  not  of  it,  it  could  not  cloy, 

But  one  selection  that  you  made  does  raise 

A  doubt — a  small  but  vaguely  vexful  thing — 

For  whom  do  you  intend  that  wedding-ring? 

IV 
Oh,  can  it  be  that  at  too  late  a  time 
I  come  into  your  life,  Elf-Handed  One? 
Must  Love's  fair  flower  fade  ere't  has  begun 
To  bloom  into  its  richest,  queenliest  prime? 
Is  there  One  now  whose  happiness  sublime 
It  is  to  sit  within  thy  love's  warm  sun? 
Thrice  happy  man! — but  so  I  am  undone, 
And  hollow,  vain  and  empty  is  my  rhyme. 

Ah  no,  it  could  not  be!    Life's  every  end 
Were  dust  and  ashes  if  'twere  so — and  yet — 
To-day  thy  steps  toward  other  stores  did  bend, 
And   there  was  sown — oh,   could   I   but  forget! — 
My  torturing  fear — what,  what  may  it  portend 
That  you  should  lift  a  silver  shaving-set? 
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"Officer,  do  your  duty!     I  think  that  queer -painted  car  is  the  one  that  knocked  me  down 
when  I  was  here  last  summer." 


Victorian  Complex 

J7LOTSAM  knees  on   the  traffic 

tide Knees  in  the  street  car 

— weary,  frivolous,  impatient A 

straight-backed  chair  and  crossed 

knees Knees  over   the   arm   of 

the  Chesterfield Over  the  steer- 
ing-wheel in  unlit  cars  on  side  roads 

Bombazine-seq uestered    knees 

calloused  by  hours  of  prayer 

Bulbous  knees Knees  insagging 

cotton-topped  stockings Scotch 

sport  hosiery  with  fat  knees  de- 
stroying    the     symmetry     of     the 

checks       Silk-all-the-way-up 

knees Knees  insured  for  $20,000 

The     most     perfect     knees     in 

Lithuania Furtive  knees  sur- 
mounting bow  legs Two  hund- 
red knees  under  contract  to  Mack 

Sennett Sunburned        knees 

Rouged     knees Dimpled     knees 

....Knees  one  is  invited  to  kiss 

Provocative     knees Nonchalant 

knees Knock-knees One  thou- 
sand    knees     on     exhibition,     two 

worth    a    second    look Ne    plus 

ultra    knees Under     the    dinner 


table    knees Thus    far    and    no 

farther  knees The  knee  that  hit 

me  under  the  jaw 

A.B.C. 


Speeding  Spooners 

He  held  her  to  his  manly  breast 
And  murmured,     "I  love  thee"; 

He  hadn't  time  to  tell  the  rest — 
His   roadster   climbed  a    tree. 


First  Student,  exiting  hurriedly 
from  chemical  lab.:  "Did  you  say 
gasolene?" 

Second  Student,  going  along  for 
the  ride:   "No,  Vaseline!" 


Ambition 

(The     Bunk    of   the    Month    Club) 

I'll  head  a  new  literate  organiza- 
tion, 

Based  on  the  keenest  of  keen  obser- 
vation, 

Criticise  novels  with  blistering 
speed, 

And  tell  my  subscribers  just  what 
NOT  to  read. 

—P.C. 

*      *      * 

The  Chicago  judge,  who  has 
recently  decided  that  a  pickpocket 
is  not  punishable  for  being  caught 
with  his  hand  in  another  man's 
pocket  because  there  was  nothing 
in  the  pocket  to  steal,  was  re- 
markably considerate  after  all. 
He  might  have  ordered  the  man 
whose  pockets  made  all  the  trouble 

under  arrest  for  false  pretences. 

*      *      * 

Epitaph 

Lies    slumbering    here 
One  William  Blake; 

He  heard  the  bell  but 
He  had  no  brake! 
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ANOTHER,  COBLIN  QUESTIONNAIRE 


Answers  on  Page  38 


1  .  Who  used  to  swim  the  Helles- 
pont to  visit  his  sweetie,    and 
had    a    popular    song    of    to-day 
named  after  him? 

2.  What  is  a  morgantic  mar- 
riage? 

3.  Who  said  "That's  all  thur  iz; 
thur  isn't  any   more"? 

4.  What  official  of  what  great 
institution  refuses  to  be  quoted 
directly  in  interviews  with  the 
press,  insisting  that  his  utterances 
be  credited  to  "his  spokesman"? 

5.  Who  is  generally  credited  with 
the  authorship  of  the  following 
limerick? 

"For  beauty  I  am  not  a  star, 
There  are  others  more  handsome 
by  far; 
But  my  face,  I  don't  mind  it, 
I'm  always  behind  it, 
It's   the  people  in  front   that   I 
jar." 

6.  Who  wrote  "The  Rhapsody  in 
Blue"? 

7.  Who  popularized  the  phrase 
"Nize  Baby"? 

8.  In  what  year  did  King  George 
the  Fifth  visit  Canada? 

9.  What  heroine  of  children's 
stories,  whose  fate  has  generally 
been  linked  with  a  treacherous 
animal,  has  had  her  motives  ques- 
tioned in  a  popular  song  of  to-day? 

10.  Who  is  the  private  secretary 
to  the  Hon.  Vincent  Massey? 

1  1 .  What  was  the  name  of 
Greta  Garbo's  first  American-made 
starring    vehicle? 

12.  What  did  the  grand  old 
Duke  of  York 
do  with  his 
ten  thousand 
men  when  he 
got  them  up 
to  the  top  of 
the  hill? 

13.  What 
was  the  name 
of  "the  Lily 
Maid  of  Ast- 
olat"? 


THE  Questionnaire  has  settled 
itself  upon  the  world  with  all 
the  vigor  of  the  late  and  scarcely 
lamented  Cross  Word  Puzzle. 
Everywhere  innocent  souls,  whose 
ways  were  once  untroubled,  may 
be  seen  frantically  cudgelling  their 
shattered  brains  and  demanding 
of  bystanders  the  name  of  "A  Vene- 
tian Explorer  of  the  Middle  Ages" 
or  "What  Rice  Paper  is  made  of." 
It's  here  and  we  have  to  admit  it. 
The  questions  on  this  page  are 
designed  to  be  just  a  little  less 
annoying  than  the  average.  The 
average  rating  among  visitors  to 
the  Goblin  office,  in  one  morning 
was  19  out  of  the  possible  35. 


14.  The  name  of  what  other 
critic  is  generally  associated  with 
that  of  George  Jean  Nathan? 

15.  What  was  the  big  political 
question  in  Canada  in   1911? 

16.  What  was  the  name  of  the 
boy  who  "stood  on  the  burning 
deck"? 

1  7.  What  two  American  univer- 
sities broke  off  athletic  relations 
following  a  football  game  last  fall? 

18.  Who  was  the  boy  friend  of 
Venus  and  how  did  he  meet  his 
death? 

1 9.  When  is  Quasimodo? 

20.  What  is  the  meaning  of  "Al 
Fresco"? 

•21.  Who  bobbed  Samson's  hair? 

22.  Where  do  the  Dyaks  live? 

23.  What  did  the  Governor  of 
North  Carolina  say  to  the  Gover- 
nor of  South  Carolina? 


24.  What  is  a  claymore? 

25.  What  are  the  two  pen  names 
of  the  authoress  of  "The  Glorious 
Apollo,"  "The  Divine  Lady"  and 
other  books? 

26.  Who  was  the  ancient  Scan- 
dinavian god  of  v\ar,  thunder  and 
agriculture,  for  whom  one  of  the 
days  of  the  week  is  named? 

27.  What  is  a  blimp? 

28.  What  famous  baseball  play- 
er is  captain  of  one  National  League 
team  and  is  a  major  stockholder  in 
another? 

29.  In  what  country  do  people 
shake  hands  with  themselves  on 
meeting  instead  of  with  the  other? 

30.  Who  is  "Aunt  Bella"? 

31.  What  famous  inventor  came 
out  to  Canada  with  the  avowed 
purpose  of  teaching  the  deaf  and 
dumb  Indians  to  converse  in  Eng- 
lish by  means  of  the  sign  language 
invented  by  his  Scotch  father? 

32.  What  were  the  names  of  the 
three  young  men  who  were  cast 
into  the  fiery  furnace  by  Nebuchad- 
nezzer,  but  escaped  unhurt? 

33.  What  great  magician  died 
last  year? 

34.  What  well-known  pitcher  in 
the  American  League  is  also  an 
undertaker.? 

35.  What  Canadian  was  chosen 
to  preach  the  sermon  at  the  open- 
ing of  the  English-speaking  ser- 
vice at  the  seventh  annual  Assem- 
bly of  the  League  of 
Nations  at  Geneva  in 
1926? 

The  editor 
of  what  Can- 
adian humor- 
ous publica- 
tion thinks 
this  "ask  me 
another"  pla- 
gue has  gone 
beyond  a  joke 
and  promises 
to  be  good 
hereafter? 
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Why    He  Doesn't    Have    a    Car 

He  cant  decide  on  the  model 
which  suits  his  temperament. 

The  roads  are  so  crowded  with 
cheap  cars  and  people  these  days, 
don't  you  know? 

He  longs  for  the  good  old-fash- 
ioned days. 

He  feels  that  displaying  a  high- 
powered  car  for  everybody  to  see 
is  just  vulgar  showing  off. 

The  scenery  along  the  roads  is 
completely  ruined  by  bill  posters 
and  atrocious  filling  stations. 

It  is  so  much  bother  to  keep  in 
chauffeurs  and  gas. 

He  becomes  nervous  when  trav- 
eling along  highways  at  great 
speeds. 

He  feels  that  a  train  or  a  bus 
gets  him  there  just  as  efficiently. 

He  doesn't  want  to  go  through 
the  boredom  of  getting  a  license. 

— And  because  his  mother  won't 
let  him.  —P.  C. 

♦  ♦  $ 

Pipe  Down 

A  young  collegian  was  explain- 
ing his  tardiness  in  keeping  an 
appointment  with  one  of  his  fair 
friends: 

"I  wouldn't  have  been  late  only 
I  was  trying  to  decide  whether 
to  shave  or  not." 

Sweet  Young  Thing  (innoc- 
ently) :  "And  what  did  you  decide?' 

*  *        * 

A  Short,  Short  Story 

Man — girl;     auto — whirl;     stop 

— wail;  cop — jail! 

*  *        * 

Still  Shorter  One 

Willie     Basch,      Nash,     crash — 

hash. 

*  *        * 

He  drove  too  fast 

Did  Jerry   Snow, 
And  now  they  drive 

Behind  him  slow. 

Here's   all   that's   left 

Of    Percival    Sapp; 
He  drove  his  machine 

With  a  girl  on  his  lap. 

He's   sleeping   heie 

Is   Danny   Dare; 
He    turned    a    corner 

That  wasn't  there. 


Lines  to  a  Discarded  Roadster 

By  ROBERT  D.  LITTLE 

f~20NE  like  the  mists  from  a  sun- 
flooded  river 
Is     the     aureate     halo     that     once 

covered  you; 
Long  ere  your  fenders   had  started 

to  shiver, 
You    were    the    pride    of   a    gallant 

young  crew; 
Time  has  his  way  with  us,  so  an  old 

model  bus 
Stands  at  the  last  in  a  gray,  vacant 

lot; 
But  if  you  spoke  you  surely  could 

raise  a  fuss 
And  tell  of  gay  times  that  are  better 

forgot. 


Out    on    the    highways    in    days    of 

your  splendour. 
Oft  you  exceeded  speed  laws  of  the 

land, 
While  your  brave  pilot  with  glances 

so  tender 
Whispered  sweet  nothings  and  hand 

caressed  hand; 
But  all  your  vain  glory  is  quite  an 

old  story. 
You're  an  old  has-been,  quite  wheezy 

and  through. 
Now  you  just  rumble  along  like  a 

lorry — 
The  wreckers  will  get  you  on  Tues- 
day at  two. 
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Bath  Tub  Lyric 

[   LOVE  to  dawdle  in  my  tub 
And    loose    my     fancies    e'er    I 
scrub. 
My  wishbone  or  my  finger  nails, 
And  read  the  trend  of  oils  and  Tails, 

And  sing  a  snatch  of  Lohengrin, 
Or  "Hugs  and  Kisses"  and  begin 
To  wonder  to  what  flaming  ground 
The  younger    generation's    bound, 

And  whistle  loudly  and  debate 
The  way  I'll  vote  in  '28, 
And  ponder  on  baseball  and  such, 
And  whether  ladies  paint  too  much, 

And  loll  around  and  chase  the  soap, 
And  read  a  magazine  and  mope, 
And  waste  my  time  until,  b'gosh! 
There's    nothing    left    to    do    but 
wash. 

—Parke  Cummings. 
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'"Smatter,  Jake,  feeling  tough?" 

"I  tell  yu,  Bill,  things  is  so  tough  with  me,  if  I  only  Was  a  college 
stoodent  now  I'd  commit  suicide." 


A  Light  Conversation 


AN  old  gentleman  was  driving 
cautiously  through  the  crowd- 
ed streets.  Suddenly  a  passer-by 
motioned  for  him  to  stop. 

"Sir,"  said  he,  "your  beacons 
have  ceased  their  functions." 

"What's  that?" 

"Your  illuminators,  I  say,  are 
shrouded  in  unmitigated  oblivion." 

"Really,  I  don't  quite — " 

"I  mean  the  effulgence  of  your 
radiators  has  evanesced." 

"My  dear  fellow,  I'm  sure  I  do 
not — " 


"The  transversal  ether  oscilla- 
tions in  your  incandescents  have 
been   discontinued." 

At  this  moment  a  newsboy 
came  upon  the  scene  and  shouted; 

"Hey,  mister,  dat  clown's  tryin' 
to  tell  youse  yer  glimmers  is 
doused!" 

Now  the  old  gent's  face  became 
a  study. 

"But,  little  boy,  it  seems  that  I 
cannot — " 

"Aw,  hell!  Yer  lamps  is  out. 
Is  dat  plain  enuf  fer  youse?" 


"A  few  years  ago  a  girl  would  cut  the  acquaintance  of  a  man  if  she 
heard  him  swear." 

"Now  she's  traded  in  her  snubbers  for  real  shock  absorbers." 


"Oh,  yes,  yes!  Thank  you,  my 
little  man,"  said  the  driver,  after 
which  he  switched  on  the  lights, 
and  drove  off,  cursing  the  modern 
age,  automobile  manufacturers,  or 
what  you? 

— William  Ray  Gilman. 
*     *     * 

Suspicious 

Lawyer — "Now,  Mr.  Fargo,  will 
you  have  the  goodness  to  answer 
me,  directly  and  categorically,  a 
few  plain  questions?" 

Witness — "Yes,  sir." 

Lawyer — "Is  there  a  female  liv- 
ing at  present  with  you  who  is 
known  in  the  neighborhood  as 
Mrs.  Fargo?" 

Witness — "Yes,   sir." 

Lawyer — "State  on  your  oath 
sir:  do  you  maintain  her?" 

Witness — "Yes,  sir." 

Lawyer — "Have  you  ever  been 
married  to  her?" 

Witness — "No,  sir.  (Here  sev- 
eral jurors  scowled  gloomily  at  the 
witness.) 

Lawyer — "That  is  all,  Mr.Fargo; 
you  may  go  down." 

Opposite  Lawyer — "One  minute, 
Mr.  Fargo.  Is  the  lady  in  ques- 
tion your  grandmother?" 

Witness — "Yes,  sir." 
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For  the  Horsey  Set 


A  Few  Su 

Why  Not  Bodies 
Express  the 


For  the  Sheik 


ggestions 

Custom  Built  to 
Personality? 
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For  the  Channel  Swimmer 


For  the  Ultra-Modern 


And  for  Little  Dolly  Delight  of  the  Chorus 
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THE  YARNS  OP  "HELL'S   BELLS  O  NEIL 


"^OW,"  says  "Hell's  Bells,"  "in 
order  not  to  make  the  same 
mistakes  the  Department  of  Hobo- 
ken  made  during  the  Great  War 
for  Civilization,  it's  about  time 
we  got  out  a  pamphlet  on  Combat 
Principles,  Security  and  Supply, 
and  The  Care  of  the  Feet — to  aid 
us  in  the  annual  Great  Wars  for 
Gastricization  that  occur  in  this 
great  land  of  ours  from  the  rock- 
bound  coasts  of  the  Atlantic  to  the 
sunny  shores  of  the  Pacific  between 
the  hours  of  seven  p.m.  and  three 
days  later,  on  the  evening  of 
November  the  eleventh  every  year. 

"Under  the  gen- 
eral heading  of 
Equipment  it  is  well 
to  note  that  noth- 
ing looks  worse  than 
a  pilot  in  civilian 
clothing,  unless  the 
pilot  happens  to  be 
Rene  Fonck,  in 
which  case  it  does- 
n't make  any  differ- 
ence what  you  wear, 
for  your  medals  will 
hide  all  but  your 
instep.  On  the 
other  hand,  if  you 
have  only  the  Vic- 
toria Cross,  the  Le- 
gion of  Honor  and 
the  Congressional 
Medal,  by  all  means 
come  in  uniform 
rather  than  evening 
clothing,  because  if 
you  come  in  even- 
ing clothing  some- 
one may  mistake 
you  for  Dudley  Field 
Malone  or  Gene 
Tunney  and  you'll 
be  defending  a  di- 
vorce case  or  fight- 
ing Dempsey,  in- 
stead of  three 
ground  majors,  be- 
fore the  evening  is 
over. 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 

How  to  Run  an  Armistice 
Banquet 

"Hell's  Bells"  tipped  the  vino — 
"Now  then,  suppose  you  have  only 
the  Victory  Medal  (no  stars). 
First  of  all,  in  this  case,  it  is  well 
to  join  the  United  Daughters  of  the 
Confederacy,  the  Sons  and  Daugh- 
ters of  Over  the  Jordan  and  the 
Society  for  Propagating  the  Name 
of  Horace  Greeley.  This  gives 
you  three  more  ribbons.  A  hair 
ribbon,  an  old  silk  scarf  and  a 
piece  clipped  from  an  old  pair  of 
suspenders  (Tripler's  $7.00 — ask 
for  braces)  will  give  you  three  more 


It's  ife/t  1o  leave 
for  the  sake  o, ' 
stability. 


threes 


% 


to  sew  up.  Smear  the  whole  col- 
lection with  a  little  face  cream, 
wear  a  Polish  uniform  and  a  pair 
of  American  Naval  wings  and  no 
one  will  ever  suspect  you  of  never 
having  gone  solo  but  once  and  not 
very  nicely  then.  A  first  aid  kit 
and  a  tin  hat  comes  in  handy 
with  this  outfit,  because  later  in 
the  evening  three  nasty  stevedores 
from  Old  Tronus  Squadron,  having 
tired  of  leading  the  orchestra,  will 
establish  a  strongpoint  on  top  of 
the  piano  and  start  pegging  glances 
and  pieces  of  the  saxophone  at 
everybody  in  the  room  who  hasn't 
killed  ten  Huns  and 
flown  three  thou- 
sand hours  in  an 
S.E.5 — at  which 
juncture  it  is  well 
for  all  two-seater 
pilots  to  duck  into 
the  communication 
trench  leading  to 
the  speaker's  table, 
work  their  way 
around  the  dead 
bodies  in  the  tra- 
verse and  crawl 
through  to  Major 
Vaughn's  and  Major 
Spring's  dugout 

where,  by  the  way, 
they  will  find  the 
only  decent  liquor 
in  the  room  and 
forty  men  to  swear 
to  it,  b'God. 

"Presently  a  man 
will  come  up  and 
say,  'yfacesawflyfa- 
miliarwhereviseen 
youbefore?'  and  go 
away.  In  a  few 
moments  he  will 
come  back  and  say 
'Thisisold  j  akehem- 
ingway-memberold 
jakehemingway?  He 
wastheretoowasn't 
youjake?'  Only 

(Cont'd  on  page  26) 
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There  Are  Men  and  Men 

By  M.  A.  AMOS 


*tp?s*» 


The  happy  Bohemian 
oft  times  you  will  meet. 


The     thriving      bond- 
salesman,  so  stunning 
and  charming. 


And  my  dear!  how  you'll  love  the 
worshipped  athlete! 


In    the  bachelor  gay  you  11  find 
happiness  free. 


The  matinee  idol  With 
intrigues  alarming. 


I  feel  perfectly  sure  if  you've  loved 

them  with  me, 
This   is  man  at  his   best,  you  Will 

hate  to  agreel 


And  for  Worshipping 
dear  is  the  navy  V.C. 
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The  Bareback  Rider  Takes  His  Vacation 


The  Yarns  of  "Hells  Bell's  O'Neil 

(Continued  from  page  24) 


the  man  won't  be  Jake  Hemingway 
in  the  first  place  and  in  the  second 
place  he  won't  be  there  for  you  to 
tell  whether  he  is  old  Jake  Heming- 
way or  not,  because  in  the  first 
place  the  other  man  will  have  for- 
gotten to  bring  him  along  as 
an  exhibit.  The  third  time  the 
man  comes  back  he  will  rip  off  his 
coat,  vest,  shirt,  collar,  tie  and 
undershirt  in  one  fell  swoop  and 
show  you  the  route  taken  by  a 
piece  of  'archie,'  half  a  radiator, 
four  machine  gun  bullets,  a  car- 
buretor, two  piston  rods,  a  sump 
casing  and  his  own  observer  when 
they  passed  lightly  through  him 
nine  years  ago.  After  that  he  will 
dive  into  the  bass  drum  for  a 
three-point  landing. 

"It  is  now  time  for  the  speeches. 

"Cy  Caldwell  will  go  back  to 
Central  Park  to  sleep  with  his 
armadillo.  The  last  remaining 
members  of  old  Whatsis  Squadron 
will  rip  three  flights  of  stairs  from 
their  moorings  and  jam  them  down 
the  elevator  shaft.  The  major 
who  was  hit  with  the  old  linotype 
machine  during  the  first  quarter 
will  return  wearing  a  brigadier- 
general's  stars. 

"It  is  now  time  for  the  speeches. 

"About  this  time  the  manager 
of  the  hotel  will  club  his  way  into 
the  room,  wild-eyed  and  frothing 


at  the  mouth  and  shriek  'Where's 
Annie?'  He  will  be  jumped  upon 
and  given  an  opiate  and  sent  to 
Ward's  Island,  but  he  will  never 
be  right  again  until  the  option  for 
the  next  three  years'  banquets  is 
cancelled. 

"It  is  now  time  for  the  speeches. 

"Cy  Caldwell's  armadillo  will 
come  to  the  banquet.  The  three 
men  from  Old  Tronus  Squadron 
will  date  it  up.  The  flute  player 
will  strike  up  "0  Canada"  and 
the  jury  will  bring  in  a  verdict 
of  accidental  death.  Someone 
will  shriek,  'Just  let  me  hit  him 
once!'  And  the  toastmaster  will 
swallow  his  gavel  and  cut  his 
throat  with  a  Biscuit  Tortoni. 

"Under  'Care  of  the  Feet'  a  few 
brief  words.  It  is  well  to  leave  in 
threes,  arm  in  arm  and  to  stay 
arm  in  arm  until  you  feel  the  soli- 
dity of  the  patrol  wagon  seat  under 
you.  It  is  not  very  comfortable 
riding,  but  if  you  give  the  driver 
your  Croix  de  Guerre,  he  will  take 
the  softer  streets  and  go  slowly. 
Upon  arrival  it  is  sufficient  to  ask 
the  desk  sergeant  who  he  thinks  he 
is  and  what  the  hell  he  thinks  he 
ever  did  in  the  Great  War  anyway. 

"Dawn  now  comes  to  the  little 
village  of  Lac  la  Boeuf  and  all  is 
quiet  save  for  the  soft  padding  of 
the  undertaker's  men  as  they  romp 


to  and  fro  preparing  the  bodies  for 
identification  and  burial. 

"All  is  quiet  save  for  the  startled 
sleepy  call  of  little  children  awak- 
ening and  calling  softly  'Where  is 
daddy?' 

"All  is  quiet  save  for  the  distant 
footfalls  of  three  men  from  Old 
Tronus  Squadron  and  the  armadillo 
who  have  started  off  for  the  North 
Pole  to  get  famous.  (Shoes  by 
Mac  Afee.) 

"All  is  quiet  save  for  the  thin 
whistling  shriek  of  a  steel  engrav- 
ing of  Napoleon  which  has  been 
hurled  from  the  window  of  room 
2222  by  the  Man  Who  Won  the 
War.  It  lands  with  a  shattering 
crash  in  the  middle  of  the  street 
and  the  M.  W.  W.  T.  W.  leans 
from  the  window  with  a  sneer. 
'You  piker!'  he  says. 

"And  it  is  now  time  for  speeches. 

"Well,"  says  "Hell's  Bells", 
"I'll  tell  you  another  one — " 
(In  May). 

All    Set 

A  student  failed  in  an  exam,  in 
all  the  five  subjects  he  took. 

He  telegraphed  to  a  brother: 
"Failed  in  all  five.     Prepare  Papa." 

The  brother  telegraphed  back: 
"Papa  prepared.  Prepare  your- 
self." 

— Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 
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Does  Mush  Fiction  Bore  You? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


TTAVE  you  a  hate  on  the  happy 
A  -1  ending?  Have  you  convictions  on 
style?  Does  the  talk  go  on  until  the 
small  hours  of  the  morning  in  your 
rooms  about  how  to  write? 

Then  you  will  like  Vanity  Fair. 

Celebrated  satirists  and  essayists  write 
for  Vanity  Fair,  unhampered  by  having 
to  cater  to  a  million  G-6  intelli- 
gences. Masters  of  the  art  of  impression 
—  such  as  Paul  Morand,  Ferenc  Mol- 
nar,  Sherwood  Anderson — -  contribute 
stretches  of  jeweled  language.  The 
younger  poets  are  in  its  pages  —  first. 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  corned  y  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per. 
sonalities  and  notori 
eties.      Critiques.  Pho" 

tographs. 


m-at.*  iii„    ..»«.   *  Art:   New  schools  and 

Night  Life:  Whatever  how      to      rate      them 

is  new  among  the  crowd  Sound  work  and  how  to 

who  regard  the  dawn  as  appreciate  it.     Exhibits 

something  to    come  and  masterpieces. 

Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  ama- 
teur and  professional; 
turf  and  track.  By 
those  who  lead  the  field 


home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-hl 


Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 


Motor     Cars:     Speed, 

Bridge:       The     chill  safety,     smartness,     as 

science  in  its   ultimate  last    conceived    in    Eu- 

refinements.       How    to  rope  and  America.    Sa- 

get  that  last  trick.   Fos-  Ions  and  shows.    Many 

ter  writing.  pictures. 

Fashions:    The    mode  World     Affairs:      The 

for  men  who  consider  it  field  of  politics,  foreign 

self-respecting      to      be  and  domestic.  Intimate 

well-groomed.     College  sketches     of     pilots    of 

preferences.  various  Ships  of  State. 


V; 


There's  No  Better  Way 
to  Keep  Up 

ANITY  FAIR  lives  in  the  World  affairs  are  also  covered. 

midst  of  Art  and  Life.  Sports  are  chronicled — particu- 
Whatever  is  new  in  any  of  the  lar  attention  is  paid  to  golf, 
arts — literature,  music,  sculp-  Bridge  is  discussed  in  its  most 
ture,  painting,  the  drama,  the  intricate  technicalities  by  ex- 
movies  —  gravitates  naturally  perts. 

into  Vanity  Fair's  pages.  Qothes  as  worn  by  gentlemen 

Whenever  there  is  a  new  tech-  in     London     and    New     York 

nique,  a  new  trend  of  thought,  are     reviewed  —  considerable 

a  new  school  of  brilliant  young  space  being  devoted  to  the  best 

rebels,  it  is  noted,  weighed,  and  type  of  thing  worn  in  leading      ; 


measured  in    the  pages  of  the 
current  Vanity  Fair. 


colleges 
nightclubs  appears. 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 
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Open  to  new  subscribers  only 
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Signy  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now! 
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"^4/  /asf  u;e  natfe  seen  Rachmaninoff!" 

— ,/Veu;  Yorker. 


Sold 


He  was  a  meek  little  man  and 
he  came  into  the  automobile  show- 
room with  an  apologetic  sidle. 
From  afar  a  salesman  sighted  him, 
and  bore  down  much  in  the  manner 
of  the  Leviathan  overtaking  a  fish- 
ing smack. 

"Don't  let  me  bother  you,"  said 
the  prospect.  "I  was  justlooking — " 

"I  know,"  said  the  salesman 
wisely.    "You  were  looking  for  a 

Pf 

car. 

Obviously  the  little  man  thought 
this  nothing  short  of  clairvoyance. 
"It  was  a  very  special  sort  of  car  I 
wanted." 

"Yes,  I  know,"  said  the  sales- 
man, in  his  best  bed  side  manner. 
"But  we  have  just  what  you  want." 
He  led  him  over  to  a  large  and 
shiningly  blue  affair  that  stood 
in  one  window.  "Now  this,"  he 
said,  "has  all  the  latest  improve- 


ments. Automatic  lubrication  of 
the  connecting-rod  bearings;  a 
flywheel  specially  vaned  to  pro- 
duce artificial  distribution  of  the 
heat  of  the  engine;  the  carbur- 
etion — " 

"But — "  said  the  little  man. 

It  was  a  futile  effort.  The 
salesman  was  well  launched  on  his 
speech,  and  apparently  nothing 
short  of  an  earthquake,  a  flood  or 
some  other  act  of  God  could  stop 
him.  " — entirely  displaced  the 
cumulator  system  for  ordinary 
running.  The  inlet  valve  is  oper- 
ated by  a  cam  exactly  as  the  ex- 
haust valve  is  operated.  It  was 
found  that  the  automatic  or  atmos- 
pheric valve  opened  late  on  the 
induction  stroke.  Now,  our 
machine  combines  the  best  feat- 
ures of  both." 

The  little   man   made   a    funn 


little  noise.  "But  what  I  par- 
ticularly wanted  was — " 

To  no  avail.  The  rich  voice  of 
the  salesman  continued  to  intone 
the  magic  formulae.  " — the  inert 
parts  of  the  mechanism  call  for  a 
smaller  expenditure  of  power  to 
overcome  their  inertia.  So  we 
have  combined  the  annular  taper- 
ing grooves  of  the  Hele-Shaw 
clutch  with  the  hydraulic  and  elec- 
tro-magnetic clutches  that  are  just 
beginning  to  be  perfected — " 

"But — but — I  don't  want  an 
atmospheric  induction  stroke!"  He 
shrunk  before  the  pain  he  had 
brought  to  the  salesman's  face. 

"But  sir,  what  do  you  expect  in 
a  car?  What  can  you  demand 
within  thousands  of  dollars  of  our 
price?  Chilled  palladium  steel 
gear-caming,  in  country-wide  dem- 
onstrations— " 

"Oh!"  cried  the  little  man,  rising 
for  a  second  above  himself.  "Shut 
up  about  chilled  palladium!  What 
I  want  is  a  horn  that  moos  like  a 
cow,  and  if  you  have  that  I'll  buy 
your  car!" 

— Lampoon. 

*        *        * 

Wot   Wass? 
She:  "I  want  to  get  a  nice  easy 
chair  for  my  husband,  please." 
He:  "Morris?" 
She:  "No,  Jacob." 

— "Log." 


'Another  Body  by  Fisher." 

— Lampoon. 


G9DLIN 


29 


ELMER  GANTRY.     By  Sinclair 
Lewis,    Toronto.       George  J.  Mc- 
Leod,    Ltd.,    Publishers.     $2.00. 
IT  must  be  a    distinctly  unpleas- 
ant    sensation      being     Sinclair 
Lewis,  to  be  forever  looking  at  the 
world  through  X-ray  glasses.     He 
has  the  social  outlook  of  a  rubber 
in    a  Turkish   bath.     Nor   content 
with    raising    his    nose    as    though 
there    were    a   few    things   in    this 
world   which   smelled,    he   thumbs 
that    organ    a    bit    impudently    in 
the  direction  of  the  Small  Town, 
the    Business    Man,    the    Doctor, 
and   now,    the   Preacher.      Sinclair 
Lewis  says  ever  so  many  naughty 
things    about    the    clergy;     that's 
what   this    novel   is   mainly.      For 
those  who  are  ardent  church  mem- 
bers,    indignation     will     probably 
carry     them     through;     for     those 
who  are  convinced  that  the  clergy 
are    hyenas    or    apes    in    sheep's 
clothing,     grim     satisfaction     will 
carry    them    through;    but    those 
who  are  neither,   nothing  but  the 
grim  determination   to  be  able  to 
say  they  have  read  "Elmer  Gantry" 
will  make  them  finish  this  novel. 
As  a  novel  it  is  a  piece    of  skilful 
reporting.      After    the    first    thrill 
of    seeing    Lewis    puncture    a    few 
bubbles  of    hypocrisy,   the   reader 
must    depend    for    his   interest   on 
the  theme  rather  than  the  plot. 

Elmer  Gantry  is  a  rogue,  a 
charlatan  and  a  numbskull,  in- 
capable of  regeneration,  and  the 
other  men  of  God  are,  for  the  most 
part,  either  bigots  or  agnostics. 
Only  one  engaging  character  is 
introduced;  this  is  Sharon  Fal- 
coner,   the    woman    evangelist,    a 


mystic,  a  humbug  and  a  pathetic 
figure.  Even  the  golf  pro.  who 
has  two  short  speeches  in  the  book 
is  a  hypocrite;  he  got  his  Scotch 
accent  from  a  Liverpool  Irishman. 
"Elmer  Gantry"  probably  won't 
do  much  harm;  it  may  even 
arouse  interest  in  religion,  may 
lead  to  clearer  thinking.  The 
book  is  an  intellectual  saline  and 
about  as  pleasant  to  take  as  a  well 
known  product  which  bears  the 
name  of  a  famous  English  race 
track. 

ONE,  TWO,  THREE.  By  Paul 
Selver.  Publishers,  George  H. 
Doran,  $2.00. 
"/"\NE,  Two,  Three,"  is  a  smart, 
sophisticated  novel  concern- 
ing an  emotional  and  literary  per- 
iod in  the  life  of  a  young  London 
playwright  It  concerns  itself 
firstly  with  the  fortunes  of  the 
author's  play,  which  reaches  pro- 
duction by  means  of  amusing  sub- 
terfuge, and  secondly  with  the 
attachment  of  this  Mr.  Anthony 
Delmar  for  three  ladies.  The  plot 
itself  is  a  flimsy  one,  attaining  its 
right  to  exist  largely  through  its 
use  as  a  convenient  clothes-horse 
upon  which  the  author  hangs  his 
witticisms.     The  clothes-horse  me- 


taphor is  not  so  far-fetched,  since 
many  of  the  said  witticisms  give 
one  the  impression  that  they  had 
been  jotted  down  upon  the  author's 
shirt  cuffs  at  odd  moments.  Fre- 
quently they  appear  extraneous, 
and  seldom  are  the  epigrams  more 
than  the  familiar  wise  cracks  of 
the  movie  subtitle  expert,  for  all 
their  highbrow  polish. 

Were  it  not  for  Selver's  descrip- 
tion of  one  of  the  love  affairs, 
"One,  Two,  Three"  would  con- 
tain little  sincere  writing.  As  it 
is,  the  concoction  is  amusing  in 
the  manner  of  the  brilliant  partner 
one  delights  in  for  an  evening,  but 
whom  one  would  scarcely  desire 
as  a  constant  companion. 

BED    AND    BREAKFAST.     By 

Coralie  Hobson  and  Pearl  Binder. 

Toronto,    McLean    &    Smithers, 

Publishers. 
IF  you  would  enjoy  a  visit  among 

an  assorted  household  of  vaguely 
artistic  end  artistically  vague 
people  among  whom  are  found 
such  pleasant  idiosyncracies  as 
calisthenics  in  the  altogether 
before  open  windows,  and 
doing  without  such  articles,  gen- 
erally accepted  as  essential,  as 
trousers,  you  will  like  "Bed  and 
Breakfast."  Not  that  "Bed  and 
Breakfast"  is  a  book  to  cause  any 
alarm  to  those  public- spirited 
ladies  who  guide  the  morals  of  our 
book  stores.  "Bed  and  Break- 
fast" is  naive  and  almost  childishly 
innocent.  Nothing  happens  very 
much.  There  is  almost  a  plot 
but  it  would  be  difficult  for  con- 
tinuity  to  maintain  itself  in  such 
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a  menage  of  oscillating  spirits. 
"Bed  and  Breakfast"  is  amusing 
nonsense,  made  more  so  by  the 
ridiculous  illustrations  of  Miss 
Binder.  It  contains  a  few  bon 
mots,  such  as  that  of  one  of  the 
characters  who  says,  "I  don't  want 
to  read  about  Sex.  I  want  to 
enjoy  it." 

FLOWER  PHANTOMS.  By 
Ronald  Frascr.  Toronto,  Mc- 
Lean &  Smithers.  $2.00. 
\^OULD  you  care  to  read  about 
a  woman  who  falls  in  love 
with  a  flower,  falls  so  passionately 
mystically  and  sensuously  in  love 
with  an  orchid  that  her  human 
loverpales  to  insignificance?  Judith, 
the  heroine,  is  a  student  of  plant 
life  who  has  become  vaguely  con- 
scious of  the  mystery  of  growth 
and  the  silent  struggle  for  existence 
in  theworld  in  which  her  scientific 
mind  probes.  Slowly  we  see  her 
caught  in  the  spell  of  its  mystery, 
day  by  day  becoming  more  deeply 
under  its  power,  until  her  interest 
crystallizing  in  an  orch:d  takes  on 
the  attributes  of  an  overwhelming 
obsession.  Finally  through  her 
imagination  she  achieves  the  full 
flowering  of  her  strange  passion, 
conversing  with  her  lover  in  terms 
of  a  symbolism  halfway  between 
the  human  and  vegetable  world. 

Surprisngly  the  reader  is  carried 
along  in  the  swing  of  Judy's  emo- 
tions, convinced.  Two  factors  aid 
this  conviction.  Firstly,  the  spell 
of  words  beautifully  and  skilfully 
woven;  and  secondly,  the  contin- 
ued contact  with  reality  which  the 
author  maintains  in  the  characters 
of  Judy's  brother  and  her  human 
lover.  The  result  is  unbelievably 
exciting. 

"Flower  Phantoms"  is  distinctly 
literary  caviar.  But  to  those  to 
whom  it  will  appeal,  the  reading  of 
it  will  remain  as  a  stimulating  and 
strange  experience. 

— Joseph  Eas'on. 

GRA  Y  DA  WN.  By  A  Ibert  Pay  son 
Terhune.  Publishers,  Musson 
Book  Company,  Toronto.     $2.00. 

IF  the  hero  of  this  tale  were  a 
human    instead    of     a    gigantic 


silver-and-snow  collie,  it  would 
at  once  be  classed  as  an  adventure 
story,  and  an  amusing  one,  too. 
Gray  Dawn,  so  called  because' he 
arrived  on  this  planet  one  cold 
dreary  morning  after  a  night  of 
storm,  suffers  every  kind  of  ad- 
venture and  mishap  from  starring 


in  the  movies  to  being  kidnapped 
and  losing  his  massive  coat  en- 
tirely in  a  race  through  a  forest 
fire. 

This  story  is  written  by  a  lover 
of  dogs,  and  the  author's  under- 
standing of  dog  nature  is  clearly 
indicated  by  his  portrayal  of  the 
character  of  every  animal  that 
enters  the  book.  If  you're  fond 
of  dogs  you'll  enjoy  this. 

— E.  H. 

THE    ALLINGHAMS.  May 

Sinclair,     Toronto.       The     Mac- 
millans    in    Canada.     $2.50. 

jyjAY  SINCLAIR   can   interpret 
vagarious  and   impetuous  ad- 
olescence   with     remarkable     skill 
and     insight.  There     are     six 

children  in  the  Allingham  family 
and  the  widely  divergent  charac- 
ters which  the  author  develops 
for  the  six  are  at  first  sight  most 
improbable,  but  with  more  study 
it  will  be  seen  that  it  is  all  very 
logical.  The  six  are  the  children 
of  an  English  landowner.  Their 
advantages  are  not  negligible. 

True,  the  author  grows  maudlin 
in  bringing  to  maturity  at  least 
one  of  her  characters,  but  her 
success  with  the  others  more  than 
balances  the  account.  There  can 
be  little  doubt  that  as  a  study  of 
adolescence     it    is    fairly    accurate 


while  the  story  from  the  point 
of  view  of  pure  entertainment  is  a 
success. 

There  is  one  character,  who, 
though  incidental  to  the  story, 
is  far  too  well  portrayed  to  be 
passed  up.  Aunt  Martha,  who 
keeps  house  for  the  Allinghams, 
regards  herself  as  indispensable 
and  her  frequent  domestic  tilts 
with  Mrs.  Allingham  and  other 
members  of  the  family  are  drawn 
with  an  accuracy  which  bespeaks 
the  clearest  vision.  On  the  whole, 
one  is  forced  to  decide  that  he 
likes  the  beginning  of  the  story 
better  than  the  end.  Studies  of 
childhood  and  early  adolescence 
are  May  Sinclair's  forte. 

THE  KINK,  Lynn  Brock,  Toronto, 
Musson  Book  Company,  $2.00. 
QOLONEL  GORE'S  cases  have 
become  quite  famous  as  an 
unraveller  of  "kinks"  in  two  pre- 
vious books  by  Lynn  Brock.  With 
due  regard  for  the  classification 
under  which  this  book  would  be 
listed,  we  would  venture  the  re- 
mark that  another  hit  has  been 
scored. 

We  would  consider  that  the 
correct  ingredients  for  a  good 
mystery  story  must  be  as  logical 
and  as  probable  as  possible.  Here 
you  have  at  least  two  disappear- 
ances and  a  murder  with  a  back- 
ground which  the  blurb  on  the 
jacket  calls  "the  smart  fast  English 
set."  There  is  no  doubt  that  the 
plot  is  involved.  You  must  read 
at  least  two  and  one  half  chapters 
before  you  can  summon  facts  to 
the  front  of  your  mind  in  any  sort 
of  order  and  even  then  you  are 
not  quite  sure  who  disappeared. 
At  all  events  the  story  is  a 
good  mystery  story.  An  intricate 
plot  is  well  handled  and  best  of  all 
the  reader  is  spared  the  pain  of 
melodramatic  scenes  to  a  large 
extent. 

THE  MISSING  CHANCELLOR. 

By    J.    S.    Fletcher.      The    Mac- 

millans    in    Canada.     $2.00 

"THE  name  "Fletcher"  should  be 

enough    to   commend    or   con- 

(Continued  on  page  39) 
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\A7HEN  the  ten-ton  truck  back- 
ed up  at  the  door  the  other 
day  with  this  month's  rations  of 
records,  a  thin  stream  of  blue 
smoke  was  seen  by  three  passers- 
by,  a  policeman  and  the  writer  to 
be  issuing  from  the  pile  of  discs. 
This  smoke  was  finally  discovered 
to  be  coming  from  an  innocent- 
looking  disc  answering  to  the  name 
of  "Washboard  Blues"  and  claim- 
ing the  parentage  of  one  Red 
Nichols  and  his  Five  Pennies 
(Brunswick).  The    smoke    was 

at  first  laid  to  the  newness  of  the 
disc.  "It  has  probably  not  cooled 
off  yet,"  remarked  President  Cool- 
idge  who  had  just  dropped  in. 
Several  days  later,  however,  it 
was  still  in  eruption.  A  wooden 
needle  used  on  this  disc  burst  into 
flame.  Fair  warning.  The  rev- 
erse carries  a  concoction  of  the 
same  little  group  of  wilful  men, 
which  is  interesting  ethnologically 
since  it  seems  to  indicate  a  rela- 
tionship between  negroid  jazz  and 
Chinese  parlour  music.  Awful! 
It's  called  "That's  No  Bargain" 
and   it   isn't. 

For  those  who  like  their  dance 
music  cooled  down  to  about  body 
heat,  there  are,  however,  plenty 
of  excellent  samples  this  month. 
"I'm  looking  over  a  Four-Leaf 
Clover"  is  getting  a  good  play. 
Goldkette  (Victor)  has  as  good  a 
version  as  any,  and  the  younger 
Kahn's  orchestration  of  "Yankee 
Rose,"  with  it,  is  big  league  too. 
Nick  Lucas  (Brunswick)  sings 
the  Clover  song  on  a  record  with 
"High,  High,  High  up  in  the 
Hills,"  but  he  hits  a  higher  mark 
in  his  rendering  of  "In  a  Little 
Spanish  Town."  This  unctuous 
crooner  gives  added  life  to  a  lovely 
waltz  which  the  orchestras  are 
playing  to  death.  With  "Spanish 
Town"  there  is  "Put  Your  Arms 
Where  They  Belong,"  which  is 
seven  courses  of  cream  puffs  gar- 
nished with  honey.  "Spanish 
Town"  receives  another  bouquet 
from     Jesse      Crawford     (Victor), 


We  Liked  These  Best 

''Honey,  Do"  {Columbia). 

"Yank.ee    Rose"    {Victor). 

"Maybe"     (Brunswick). 

"Elegie"    (Apex). 

"He's  the  Last  Word" 
(Brunswick). 

"My  Little  Bunch  of  Happi- 
ness" (Columbia). 


who  has  at  last  convinced  this 
sceptic  that  an  organ  rendering 
of  a  dance  tune  can  be  otherwise 
than     incongruous.  He     plays 

"Spanish  Town"  and  "A  Bird's- 
Eye  View  of  My  Old  Kentucky 
Home,"  in  a  manner  that  is  excel- 
lent concert  and  fair  dancing. 

DUT  we  were  talking  about 
straight  dance  records.  And 
that  means  "Honey,  Do,"  by  Paul 
Ash — he  of  the  long  hair — and  his 
orchestra       (Columbia).  This 

piece  is  as  sweet  as  honey  and  has  a 
haunting  melody  riding  on  a  swing- 
ing time  that  is  irresistible.  With 
this  Ash  also  plays  "When  I  First 
Met   Mary."      It's  all  right. 

There  is  plenty  of  pep  in  "Give 
Me  a  Ukelele"  by  Lanin  and  his 
bunch  and  a  modicum  of  ecstacy 
in  "Idolizing"  by  the  Imperial 
Dance  Orchestra  (Apex).  Both 
pass  with  honours. 

And  then  there's  "My  Little 
Bunch  of  Happiness"    (Columbia), 


Racing  Item:    "Baby  Mine  Breaks 
a  Record" 


played  by  Leo  Reisman  and  his 
orchestra.  This  is  almost  as  good 
as  "Honey,  Do"  and  has  the  added 
advantage  of  Charles  Kaley's  voice 
which  seems  to  have  been  made  for 
just  such  tunes  as  these.  They  do 
"Angel  Eyes"  too,  and  score  heav- 
ily with  a  light  touch. 

Ben  Bernie  and  his  Hotel  Roose- 
velt orchestra  have  produced  a 
quartette  of  lulus  for  Brunswick: 
"' Je  T'  Aime'  Means  '  I  Love  You,'" 
"He's  the  Last  Word,"  Four-Leaf 
Clover,"  and  "Ain't  She  Sweet?" 
The  first  has  sentiment,  the  second 
has  heat,  the  third  is  adequate  and 
the  fourth  has  rhythm.  All  of 
them  are  bound  to  increase  busi- 
ness for  the  manufacturers  of  shoe 
leather. 

IN  the  more  or  less  serious  we 
find  a  splendid  organ  record 
by  Norton  Payne  of  Massenet's 
"Elegie"  and  Handel's  "Largo." 
It  is  interesting  to  note  that  this 
record  was  made  over  the  radio.  It 
sounds  like  a  weird  experiment 
but  the  result  is  beautiful  (Apex). 
Another  classic  is  the  violin  solo 
of  Rene  Chemet  (Victor).  He 
plays  "Under  the  Leaves"  and 
"By  the  Waters  of  the  Minne- 
tonka."  His  touch  is  delight- 
ful and  makes  this  disc  a  worthy 
addition  to  one's  permanent  col- 
lection. 

Gradually  steering  away  again 
from  the  classic,  we  have  Lee 
Sim's  piano  solos,  "It  Made  You 
Happy  When  You  Made  Me  Cry" 
and  "The  Little  White  House." 
Played  at  the  psychological  mo- 
ment it  is  guaranteed  to  makethe 
most  astute  opponent  trump  his 
partner's  ace  (Brunswick). 

AMONG  the  light  vocals  there 
is  a  comedy  solo  by  Art 
Fowler  (Apex),  entitled  "No  Won- 
der She's  a  Blushing  Bride."  With 
the  aid  of  a  trusty  uke,  Fowler 
sells  this  number  splendidly.  He 
has  a  suitable  voice  and  just  the 
right  mixture  of  suggestion  and 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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§b  near  the  Ocean  it's  called 

TthelBreakers 

So  modern  in  equipment  and 
well  conducted  it  is  known  as 
one  of  the  World's  finest  Hotels 

So 
plan  a  Sojourn  by  the  Sea  and  visit 

Breakers 


JOEL  H1LLMAN 

President 


ATLANTIC  CITY 

NEW  JERSEY 


JULIAN  HILLMAN 

'Vice  President  &  Manager 


ESTABLISHED    42    YEARS 

Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St. 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main   2908 


Remember 

BOVRIL 

Puts  Beef 
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The  Drama  Lover 

Well,  Rosalie,  we  finally  saw  it. 
Why,  "Broadway,"  of  course.  And, 
Rosalie,  it's  the  best  thing  I've 
seen  this  season.  Oh,  it's  much 
better  than  that  "Potash  and 
Perlmutter"  play  we  saw  together. 
You  know,  you  can't  really  com- 
pare the  two.  I  don't  know,  but 
they're  two  kind  of  different  plays, 
you  know.  And  was  the  house 
packed?  I  mean,  was  the  house 
packed  at  "Broadway"?  I  said 
to  Harry,  "Harry,"  I  said,  "you 
should  make  a  week  what  this 
producer  must  make  on  the  stand- 
ing room  alone,"  I  said.  We  had 
to  get  our  tickets  in  advance.  I 
tell  you,  Rosalie,  there's  nothing 
like  it. 

We  left  the  baby  with  Harry's 
mother  last  Tuesday  night  and 
we  went  down  in  Morty's  car. 
Oh,  it  was  such  a  nice  play,  Rosalie. 
Really,  you  should  see  it.  What's 
that?  I  said  Tuesday  night,  Harry. 
Yes,  it  was  Tuesday  night.  Don't 
you  remember?  It  was  the 
night  after  Monday,  because  you 
always  go  to  the  club  on  Mondays, 
and  I  remember  that  it  was  the 
night  after  you  went  to  the  club. 
Don't  tell  me  it  wasn't  Tuesday. 
You  always  do  that  sort  of  thing. 
Harry  always  does  that  sort  of 
thing,  Rosalie.  We  certainly  went 
on  Tuesday  night,  and  he  always 
loves  to  contradict  me. 

I  remember  it  distinctly  now 
because  we  left  Junior  with  your 
mother,  and  your  mother  visited 
us  Wednesday  night,  because  she 
brought  back  Junior's  things  that 
night.  Don't  you  remember?  So 
it  must  have  been  Tuesday  night. 
You  know  you've  got  a  bad  mem- 
ory, and  yet  you  always  do  that 
sort  of  thing.  Don't  you  remem- 
ber the  time  you  said  you  took 
those  books  back  to  Eddie's  house 
and  they  were  at  our  house  all  the 
time?  Well,  you  always  do  that 
sort  of  thing. 

I  tell  you,  Rosalie,  he's  terrible. 
He  was  supposed  to  return  some 
books  to  Eddie — you  know  Eddie 
Blatt — he's  in  the  retail  diamond 
business — his  wife  was  the  one  with 
the  ermine  evening  wrap  that 
night  at  the  dinner.  Well,  Harry 
was  supposed  to  return  some  books 
to  him.  And  the  next  day  I 
asked  him  if  he  returned  the  books 
to  Eddie  and   Harry  said  he  was 


Go 


BLIN 


33 


positive  he  did.  And  will  you 
believe  it,  Rosalie,  when  I  tell 
you  that  those  books  never  stirred 
from  our  house?  Harry  always  is 
doing  those  things. 

Well,  let  me  tell  you  about  this 
play.  We  had  such  good  seats, 
too.  Harry  got  them  from  a 
speculator  he  knows.  Harry  gets 
him  his  shirts  wholesale.  And 
would  you  believe  it?- — he  had  the 
nerve  to  charge  us  50  cents 
apiece  extra.  It's  really  a  shame 
the  way  they  charge  extra;  but 
the  seats  were  really  good  seats, 
you  could  hear  every  word  dis- 
tinctly from  where  we  sat.  In 
fact,  after  the  play  when  we  went 
to  Pomerantz's  I  said  to  Harry, 
"Didn't  you  think  that  one  of  the 
reasons  the  play  was  so  enjoyable 
was  because  you  could  hear  every 
word  distinctly  from  where  we 
sat?"  I'm  sure  it  was  Tuesday 
night  now,  Harry,  because  we 
met  the  Greens  at  Pomerantz's. 
Don't  you  remember  now? 

What's  that?  The  stubs  in 
your  pocket?  Let  me  see.  That's 
funny;  it  says  Wednesday  even- 
ing. Well,  I  could  swear  it  was 
Tuesday  night,  because  that's  the 
night  after  you  go  to  the  club , 
and  you  go  to  the  c'ub  every 
Monday. 

Well,  Rosalie,  you  really  should 
see  the  play.  Of  course,  you'd 
enjoy  it  better  by  seeing  it.  My 
description  doesn't  give  you  half 
an  idea  of  the  play.  You  really 
ought  to  see  it.  Well,  don't  shout 
at  me,  Harry.  Those  stubs  don't 
prove  a  thing.  Anyways,  you 
did  leave  those  books  that  belong 
to  Eddie  at  the  house.  And  you're 
always  doing  those  things! 

ARTHUR  KOBER. 

—InthcN.Y.  World. 

*     *     * 

Ideal — Almost 

I  have  a  car, 

It  never  breaks  down. 

It  never  skids. 

It  never  gets  a  puncture. 

It  never  gives  me  bother  up 
steep  gradients. 

It  never  gets  overheated. 

It  has  never  got  me  into  a  colli- 
sion or  an  accident  of  any  kind 
since  I  got  it. 

I  wish  to  goodness  I  could  start 
it! 

— Dublin  Opinion. 


For  Real  Enjoyment,  Smoke- 


Save  the  "Poker  Hands" 
now  packed  in  Old  Chum. 
Good  for  valuable  presents. 
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HAT 

Craftsmanship 


THE  BROCK  HAT 
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MADE     BY    THE     W  O  LT  H  A  U  S  E  N      HAT     CORPORATION,    LIMITED. 
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AND  what's  more  to  the 
point — Lopez  playing. 
Playing  what?  Why  that  al- 
luring new  waltz  he  has  just 
preserved  for  future  generations 
on  Brunswick  "Light  Ray" 
Records. 

"SO  BLUE" 
"WHAT  DOES  IT  MATTER?" 

Waltzes  by  Vincent  Lopez 


and  his  orchestra. 


3473 


"JE  T'AIME" 

Means  "J  Love  You." 

"HE'S  THE  LAST  WORD" 

Ben  Bernie  and  his  Hotel 
Roosevelt  orchestra.    3411 


"BLUE  SKIES" 
"HONOLULU  MOON" 

Pipe  organ  numbers  by 
Lew  White,  Organist,  Roxy 
Theatre,  New  York.      3488 

"CRAZY  WORDS- 
CRAZY  TUNE" 

"I  LOVE  THE  COLLEGE  GIRLS" 

Fox  Trots  by  Six  Jumping 
Jacks.  3434 

Always  something  new  on 
Brunswick  Records 

THERE'S  NEW  SNAP,   RHYTHM  AND    PEP 
IN  "LIGHT-RAY"  RECORDS 

PAN  ATROPES  -  R  ADIOLAS  -  RECORDS 


Disc  Releases 

(Continued from  page  31) 

humour  to  be  funny  on  the  right 
side  of  the  line  in  his  innuendo. 
The  reverse  side  carries  "If  I 
Didn't  Know  Your  Husband  And 
You  Didn't  Know  My  Wife," 
with  Jay  C.  Flippen  and  His  Gang. 
Not   so   hot. 

Two  songs  from  "Oh,  Kay!" 
"Maybe"  and  "Someone  to  Watch 
Over  Me"  are  sung  by  Virginia 
Rea  and  Franklin  Baur,  accompan- 
ied by  two  pianos,  and  you  can't 
have  them  when  we're  through 
with  them  either.  There  ain't 
gonna  be  no  core!  Also  Vaughan 
de  Leath — it's  a  girl — sings  "Crazy 
Words,  Crazy  Tune"  with  "Since 
I  Found  You"  and  she  gets  a  big 
hand  from   this  table  (Brunswick). 

YKTE  also  liked  "Crazy  Words" 
"High,  High,  High  up  in  the 
Hills"  by  Fred  Rich  and  orchestra 
(Columbia). 

"Yesterday"  with"To-night  You 
Belong  to  Me,"  Adrien  Schubert 
and  orchestra  (Apex). 

"Here  or  There"  and  "Sam,  the 
Old  Accordion  Man,"  by  Ben 
Selvin's    crowd    (Brunswick). 

We  are  very  much  afraid  a  new 
piece  a  la  Dardanella  called  "Del- 
ilah" is  going  to  be  popular; 
everybody  seems  to  have  produced 
a  record  of  it,  but  we  won't  en- 
courage this  sort  of  thing  by  more 
than    mentioning    it.  And    we 

didn't  care  so  much  for  "So  Will  I" 
(Victor),  "The  Sphinx"  (Bruns- 
wick) or  Art  Fowler's  "Spanish 
Town"  (Apex).  And  we  ought  to 
razz  Willard  Robison  for  imitating 
whispering  Frank  Smith  in  "Who 
Do  You  Love?"  (Apex),  but  he's 
really  good  at  it,  so  we  won't. 

— Aldcn  Daniels. 

*  *      * 

Nervy 

Kansas  Constable — Hey,  watcha 
hangin'  that  bird  for? 

Klansman — None  of  yer  dam, 
business. 

Constable — Now  don't  git  smart, 
or  I'll  run  you  in. 

— West  Virginia  Moonshine. 

*  *      * 

A  Kind  Heart 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  with 
that  wood  alcohol?" 

"Oh,  I'm  saving  that  for  my 
blind  brother." 

— Jester. 


I 


T'S    great    to  be 
young — and   to 


wear  shoes  like  these 
— shoes  with  a  bit  of 
a  breeze — a  suspicion 
of  swagger. 

Built  to  give  firm, 
yet  gentle  support 
and  comfort.  They 
are  the  best  of  leather 
— nothing  else  is 
tolerated. 

Model  illustrated  above 
is  No.  651- — an  especial 
Blucher  Oxford  for 
young  men.  Full  Bal- 
loon toe — easy  to  Walk 
in — easy  to  loo\  at. 

SOLD  BY  THE  BEST 
SHOE     DEALERS 

Invictus  manufactured  by 

THE  EAGLE  SHOE  COMPANY.  LIMITED 

Montreal 


the  Best  Good  Shoe 


Auto  Sickness 

Journey  by  Sea,  Train,  Auto  or 
Air  in  health  and  comfort.  Moth- 
ersill's  promptly  ends  the  faintness 
and  nausea  of  Travel  Sickness.  j4 
V)C.  &  $i.so  at  Drug  Stores  or  dired 
The    Mothersill    Remedy   Co.,    Ltd. 

New  York         ■    ■    .,  Montreal 
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'Cross  Continent 

Throb,  throb,  roared  the  power- 
ful motor  as  the  musty  car  shot 
over  the  road.  Many  motors  can 
throb  but  this  was  no  ordinary 
throb.  It  was  a  throb  with  a 
purpose. 

"Some  city,  Fred,"  observed 
Jim,  as  they  flashed  through  the 
city  at  sixty  miles  an  hour. 

"Yeh,"  replied  Fred.  There 
was  a  pause,  as  night  fell  and 
nothing  could  be  seen. 

"I  like  these  mountains,  Fred," 
observed  Jim  in  the  next  few 
minutes.  The  motor  was  throb- 
bing painfully  now. 
|  "Yeh,"  replied  Fred.  For  sev- 
eral hours  after  this  Jim  kept 
silence,  and  mile  after  mile  of  roll- 
ing prairie  flew  behind  them. 

"Remarkable  panorama,  Fred," 
observed  Jim,  really  touched. 

"Yeh,"  replied  Fred.  Not  long 
after  that  they  arrived  at  the  top 
of  the  moutain,  to  see  the  Pacific 
spread  out  before  them.  Shutting 
off  the  motor,  they  glided  down 
into  San  Francisco. 

"Well,  here  we  are,  Fred," 
observed  Jim,  getting  out  and 
stretching.  "I  have  a  first-rate 
idea  of  the  continent.  What 
about  you?" 

"Personally,"  said  Fred,  "I  did- 
n't see  any  continent.  When  I 
tour  I  believe  in  keeping  my  eyes 
on  the  road." 

— Lampoon. 

*  *      * 

Thoughtful 

"I  say,  waiter,  my  bill  comes  to 
thirteen  shillings,  not  fourteen." 

"Sorry,  sir — thought  p'raps  you 
was  superstitious!" 

— Passing  Show. 

*  *      * 

Easy 

The  Vicar  was  taking  to  task 
one  of  the  young  members  of  his 
flock.  "William,"  he  said,  "I  hear 
that  you  have  been  raising  false 
hopes  in  several  maiden  hearts. 
If  rumour  does  not  lie,  you  are  en- 
gaged to  one  girl  in  this  village, 
another  in  Little  Mudford,  and  a 
third  in  Ditchley.  How  do  you 
come  to  do  such  a  thing?" 

William  grinned  uneasily.  "Why, 
parson,"    he   explained,    "I've   got 
a  bicycle." 
— ///.  Sporting  and  Dramatic  News. 


UmericasQJfinest  (ulub 

afotels 


In  Detroit 

—ten  minutes  from  all  depots. 
Webster  Hall  is  in  the  true 
cultural  centre,  at  Cass  Ave- 
nue and  Putman,  just  across 
from  the  beautiful  Public 
Library  and  the  new  Art  Insti- 
tute. Bus  lines  pass  the  door; 
main  car  line  one  block  away. 


— fust  opened,  this  Webster 
Hall  in  the  famous  Schenley 
Park  district,  at  Fifth  Avenue 
and  Dithridge.  Nine  minutes 
from  downtown.  Within  a 
radius  of  four  blocks  are  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh,  For- 
bes Field,  Carnegie  Library, 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Club  and 
Masonic  Temple. 


Exclusively  for  Men 

Recreational  Facilities  of 
the  Finest  Athletic  Clubs 

Privileges  of  the  swimming  pool,  gymnasium,  handball 
courts,  lounges,  card  and  billiard  rooms — all  included  in 
rentals  no  higher  than  the  cost  of  "just  a  room"  else- 
where! Make  Webster  Hall  your  next  stop — in  Detroit — 
in  Pittsburgh.    Here's  royal  living — and  most  economical. 


RATES  AS  LOW  AS  $2  PER  DAY 
SPECIAL  WEEKLY  RATES 

No  Tipping 


THE    WEBSTER    HALL 

CORPORATION  OF 

AMERICA 


PETER    A.  MILLER,    PRESIDENT    -2«E 


36 


Goblin 


Bggs^sasjgsasa^gggg'gs 


For  Living  Rooms 
of  Moderate  Size 

The  Mason  &  Risch  Petite  Grand  model 
has  helped  to  popularize  the  grand  piano." 
Many  owners  of  artistic  homes,  who  felt 
the  need  of  a  grand  piano  to  complete  the 
interior  decoration,  lacked  the  space. 
Then  came  the  instrument  designed  for 
living  rooms  of  moderate  dimensions — 
and  it  has  been  accorded  a  real  welcome. 

The  Mason  &  Risch 
Petite  Grand 

is  but  4  feet  9  inches  in  depth,  yet 
built  with  the  precision  and  crafts- 
manship that  make  the  Mason  & 
Risch  of  outstanding  quality.  Its 
chaste  lines  will  adorn  the  most 
elaborate  of  houses  as  well  as  the 
modest  apartment. 

//  you  have  not  heard  it,  visit  our 

showrooms  now,  and  you  will  be 

charmed     by     its     rare     musical 

qualities. 

MASON  £r RISCH 

230  Yonge  Street  Toronto,  Ont. 

Reproducing,  Player,  Grand  and  Upright  Pianos 
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Proud  Owner:  "There's  one  thing  about  this  car — 

it  rides  as  if  were  on  air!"     — Lampoon. 

Innocent 

"Mr.  Wood,  what's  that  piece  of  paper  doing 
behind  your  radiator?" 

Wood  tiptoes  over  quietly  so  as  not  to  disturb 
the  paper,  examines  it  carefully  and  answers: 

"It's    not    doing    anything    now,    sir." — Pointer. 

*  *        * 

Bulletin 

A  certain  country  minister  posted  this  notice 
on  the  church  door:  "Brother  Smith  departed  for 
heaven  at  four-thirty  a.m."  The  next  day  he  found 
written    below:    "Heaven,    nine    a.m.:  Smith   not   in 

yet.     Great     anxiety."  — Mugwump. 

*  *        * 

A  Perfect  Excuse 

Nurse  was  bringing  little  Ella  home  from  a  party 
and  took  her  hand  to  help  her  up  a  high  curbstone. 

"Gracious  me,  Ella!"  she  cried,  "how  sticky  your 
hands  are!" 

"So  would  yours  be,"  replied  Ella  serenely,  "if 
you  had  two  meringues  and  a  chocolate  eclair  in  your 

muff."  —Witt. 

*  *        * 

Unnecessary 

"Do  you  use  tooth-paste?" 

"Mercy,  no;  none  of  my  teeth  are  loose." 

— Purple  Cow. 

*  *        * 

"Wow- wow-wow-wow!"  howled  the  future  short 
stop  from   his   cradle. 

"Four  bawls  and  I  walk,"  sighed  the  poor  dad,  as 
he  slid  from  his  nice  warm  bed  to  the  cold,  hard  floor. 

— Satyr. 
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Lines  For  a  Family  Washing 

I 
A  pair  of  socks  upon  the  breeze 

Were  waving  to  a  shirt, 
Which  caused  some  envious  B.V.D.'s 

To  fall  into  the  dirt, 
Where  sat  a  lonesome  katydid 

A-scraping  of  his  shin. 
His  hair  beneath  his  Paris  lid 

Was  getting  very  thin. 

II 
Which  leads  me  to  the  question  of 

The  sale  of  wine  and  beer 
And  whether  one  can  fall  in  love 

One  nine  hundred  a  year. 
I  called  a  traffic  officer 

And  whispered  in  his  ear. 
I  said,  "What's  all  the  shouting  for?" 

He  said,  "I  didn't  hear." 

Ill 
0  little  men  o'er  all  the  world 

And  little  women  too, 
Where'er  the  British  flag's  unfurled 

Don't  spit,  and  this  means  YOU! 
For  eels  are  very  like  to  worms — 

I'll  spurn  them  till  I'm  dead — 
As  hungry  as  a  dandruff  germ 

Upon  a  bald  man's  head. 

IV 
"0  fireman,  do  not  come  so  close," 

I  heard  the  flames  exclaim, 
"Or  you  will  get  your  eyeballs  poached. 

Now  isn't  that  a  shame!" 
Sometimes  it  isn't  very  much 

Will  move  a  crowd  to  rage; 
The  printing  of  a  poem  such 

As  this  upon  a  page 

V 
Should  cause  a  moderate  holacaust. 

So  shines  a  naughty  deed! 
We  sin  and  never  count  the  cost. 

Men,  shun  the  evil  weed! 
Which  proves,  if  you  will  be  so  kind, 

My  clearly  writ  contention, 
Wherever  there's  a  bar  you'll  find 

An  up  and  going  convention. 

*  *        * 

Cheap 

"I  gave  that  man  50c  for  saving  my  life." 
"What  did  he  do?" 

"Gave    me    back    20c    change."  — Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

Oh!  Yes 

Automobile  Salesman:  "This  controls  the  emer- 
gency brake.  It  is  put  to  use  very  quickly  in  case 
of  emergency." 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  "I  see;  something  like  a 
kimono."  — Voo  Doo. 


FENERATIONS  crowd  each  other. 
Love  in  these  days!  How  different  it  is 
from  the  old  and  simple  need  for  each 
other  which  primitive  man  and  primi- 
tive woman  experienced.  How  remote 
it  is  from  the  gilded  captivity  of 
chivalry. 

Alec  Waugh,  whose  novel  begins  in 
the  May  issue,  is  a  young  Englishman 
well  launched  on  a  meteoric  literary 
career.  Humorist,  romanticist  and 
realist,  he  is  very  definitely  of  this 
generation.  While  his  story  is  laid  in 
London,  it  is  as  true  of  New  York  or  of 
Oskaloosa.  The  illustrations  by  Charles 
D.  Mitchell  help  make  it  a  panorama 
of  modern  fascination. 

This  issue  also  carries  three  very  fine 
and  authentic  short  stories:  The 
Count's  China  Teeth,  by  Cyril  Hume; 
Mrs.  Davenant's  Diarnonds,by  Stephen 
Vincent  Bcnet,  and  Don  Juan's  Rainy- 
Day,  by  Ben  Hecht.  O.  O.  Mclntyre 
has  closely  epigrammed  Are  College 
Flappers  a  Flop? 

An  explanation  is  made  of  the  elab- 
orate and  expensive  preparations  that 
have  been  made  to  discover  new  screen 
talent  among  the  college  men  of 
America. 

Above  all,  those  crackling  pages  of 
campus    fun'  which    have    given    this 
magazine   its   dis- 
tinctive character. 


oAt  oAll  'Newsstands,  the  First  of  Svery  ZMonth 
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Vacation  at 


Jasper  National  Park 

Guarded  by  Nature's  Grim  Grenadiers 

THE     SNOW-CAPPED     PEAKS 
OF  THE  CANADIAN  ROCKIES 

VISIT  this  vacation  paradise, 
making  your  headquarters 
at  Jasper  Park  Lodge.  Here 
climb  with  Swiss  guides,  hike,  ride, 
motor,  golf,  swim  or  rest;  and  in 
the  evenings  join  in  the  social  life  of 
the  Lodge.  Rates  $7.50  a  day  up, 
American  Plan.  Accommodation 
for  425  guests.  Open  from  May 
21st  to  September  30th.  Jasper 
Golf  Week,  September  1 0th  to  1  7th.    ' 

From  Jasper  Park  take  the  Tri- 
angle Tour  of  British  Columbia, 
by  train  down  the  beautiful  Skeena 
River  Valley  to  Prince  Rupert, 
thence  by  palatial  Canadian  Nat- 
ional steamer  through  sheltered 
seas  to  Vancouver,  returning  by 
rail  along  the  roaring  Fraser  and 
Thompson  River  Gorges. 

For  detailed  information  in  regard 
Jasper  National  Park.,  the  Triangle 
Tour,  low  tourist  fares  and  descrip- 
tive folders,  apply  to  your  nearest 
Canadian  National  agent. 

Ran  ad  ian  National 

cThc  Largeft  TKiiilzoay  Sy/lem  in  America 


Answers    to    Questionnaire   on 
Page  19 

1 .  Leander. 

2.  A  marriage  between  a  man  of 
high  rank  and  a  woman  of  inferior 
station  by  virtue  of  which  she  does 
not  acquire  the  husband's  rank 
and  neither  she  nor  the  children  of 
the  marriage  are  entitled  to  inherit 
his  title  or  possessions. 

3.  Ethel  Barrymore. 

4.  President  Coolidge  of  United 
States. 

5.  Woodrow  Wilson. 

6.  George  Gershwin. 

7.  Milt  Gross. 

8.  1901. 

9.  Little  Red  Riding  Hood. 
10.  Thomas  A.  Stone. 

1  I .   "The  Torrent." 

12.  Marched  them  down  again. 

13.  Elaine. 

14.  H.  L.  Mencken. 

15.  Reciprocity. 

16.  Casabianca. 

17.  Harvard  and  Princeton. 

18.  Adonis;  he  was  killed  by  a 
wild  boar. 

19.  The  first  Sunday  after 
Easter. 

20.  In   the  open  air. 

21.  Delilah. 

22.  Borneo. 

23.  "It's   a   long    time    between  • 
drinks." 

24.  A  two-edged  sword  used  by 
the  Scotch  Highlanders. 

25.  E.  Barrington  and  L.  Adams 
Beck. 

26.  Thor. 

27.  A  small  airship. 

28.  Rogers  Hornsby. 

29.  China. 

30.  Miss  Isabella  Young,  aunt 
of  George  Young,  conqueror  of  the 
Catalina   Channel. 

31.  Alexander  Graham  Bell. 

32.  Shadrach,  Meshach  and 
Abed-nego. 

33.  Houdini. 

34.  Waite  Hoyt. 

35.  The  Hon.  and  Rev.  Canon 
Cody,  M.A.,  D.D.,  L.L.D. 

You're  right. 

^  *  * 

Particular 

Customer — Two  eggs  poached 
medium  soft,  buttered  toast  not 
too  hard,  coffee  not  too  much 
cream  in  it. 

Waiter — Yes,  sir.  Would  you 
like  any  special  design  on  the 
dishes? 

—  Tid  Bits. 
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Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 

Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
package  or  on  tablets  you  are  not  get- 
ting the  genuine  Bayer  Tablets  of  As- 
pirin proved  safe  by  millions  and  pre- 
scribed by  physicians  over  twenty-five 
years  for 


Colds 
Neuritis 
Toothache 
Neuralgia 


Headache 
Lumbago 
Rheumatism 
Pain,  Pain 


Each  unbroken  "Bayer"  package  con- 
tains proven  directions.  Handy  boxes  of 
twelve  tablets  cost  few  cents.  Drug- 
gists also   sell    bottles   of   24    and    100. 


WeCouldut 
DoWhotttir 


-Say  The  Movie  Stars 

So  say  all  whose  work  is 
hard  after  they  try  the  deli- 
cious, invigorating  refresh- 
ment of  Wrigley's  Double 
Mint. 


Books 

{Continued  from  page  30) 
demn  this  book  to  the  vast  major- 
ity of  mystery  story  readers.  There 
can  be  few  who  are  really  devoted 
to  mystery  who  have  failed  to 
read  at  least  one  of  the  prolific 
Mr.   Fletcher's  achievements. 

In  this  last,  no  less  a  person 
than  the  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer of  His  Majesty's  Govern- 
ment is  spirited  away  from  a 
country  place  where  he  had  been 
masquerading  as  an  ordinary,  ev- 
eryday geologist.  The  chancellor 
has  a  brief  of  the  budget  in  his 
pocket,  and  of  course  there  are 
wicked,  unprincipled  financiers 
who  will  go  to  any  end  to  get  it. 
A  murder  is  thrown  in  for  good 
measure. 

Amateur  sleuths  and  Scotland 
Yard  experts  follow  a  multitude 
of  clues — two  of  the  most  import- 
ant are  a  trouser  button  and  a 
whiskey  bottle.  Thus  is  presented 
a  deeply  mysterious  story  which, 
at  times,  almost  verges  on  the 
possible.  — L.  McK. 

Evidence 

"Officer,  what's  the  charge 
against  this   man?" 

"Intoxication.'' 

"What's  the  evidence?" 

"Driving  a  car  down  Tremont 
Street." 

"And  is  that  a  sign  of  intoxica- 
tion?" 

"But  there  was  no  car." 

— Lampoon. 


"What  do  you  think  w^  become  of 
you?  You  are  a  thorough  bohemian! 
You  never  sleep  twice  under  the  same 
bridge!" — Journal  Amusant,  Paris. 
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My  Boy,  You've  Grown 
So !  I  Hardly  Knew  You ! 

JTlE'S  a  young  man  now, 
fresh  in  enthusiasm  and  brim 
full  of  the  confidence  of  earn- 
ed success.  He  has  grown 
phenomenally  (see  below) 
and  he's  all  set  to  produce 
business  for  the  old  man. 

GOBLIN'S  guaranteed 

circulation  for  April, 

Thirty-five  Thousand 

This  circulation  is  concen- 
trated in  the  heaviest  buying 
distri&s.  It  is  among  wide- 
awake people  of  just  five  times 
the  average  buying  power. 

A  solid,  responsive  subscription 
list,  backed  by  the  largest  news- 
stand sale  of  any   Canadian 
periodical. 


C9DLIN 

170  Bay  St.    -    Toronto  2 

Phone  Elgin  1502 
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GENUINE 

BORSALINO 

HATS 

This  model  with  its  smartly  shaped 
brim  in  new  pastel  shades  can  be 
worn  formally  or  snapped  down 
rakishly,  just  as  your  impulse 

commands. 


THE  FINEST  HIGH-GRADE  HATS  IN  THE  WORLD 


MR    Herbert 

Tareyton 

London  Cigarettes 


you'll  like' 


For  your  Pipe 
rin    Herbert    . 

Tareyton 

SMOK1NGMI 


Simple 

"What  did  you  do  before  you  came  to  college?" 
"Counted  cattle  out  west." 

"How  did  you  manage  to  count  them  in  large 
herds?" 

"Oh,  just  counted  their  legs  and  divide  by  four." 

— Witt. 

Turning  the  Tables 

A  member  of  a  congregation,  becoming  angry 
at  a  sermon  the  minister  was  preaching,  wrote  the 
single  word,  "Fool,"  on  a  sheet  of  paper,  called  an 
usher  to  him  and  had  it  delivered  to  the  minister 
in  the  middle  of  his  sermon. 

The  minister  opened  the  paper  and  read  what  was 
written,  then  he  said:  "An  unusual  thing  has  happened 
A  member  of  the  congregation  has  signed  his  name 
without    writing    the    letter."        — British  American. 

*  *        * 

Little  Girl:  "My!  what  a  pretty  baby!  How  old 
is   it?" 

Mother:   "Two    months." 

L.   G.:   "Is  it  the  youngest?"  — Puppet. 

*  *        * 

Word  for  Word 

Teacher:  "This  essay  on  'Our  Dog*  is  word  for 
word  the  same  as  your  brother's." 

Tommy:   "Yes,  sir,  it's  the  same  dog." 

— Happy  Mag,  London. 
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Pedestrian  Monologue 

{Continued  from  page  9) 
from  sheer  fright  I  wish  every 
one  of  the  infernal  rattletraps  was 
in  the  deepest  pit  of  Hell  A 
special  Hell  for  motorists,  and 
myself  as  principal  devil  in  charge. 
That  would  be  my  idea  of  Heaven. 
I'd  have  a  sea  of  mud  nine  hundred 
miles  square,  and  my  dear  little 
charges  would  drive  through  it 
eternally,  and  stop  to  change  tires 
and  pump  them  up  every  hundred 
yards,  while  a  particularly  malig- 
nant imp  prodded  them  with  a 
pitchfork  behind  every  time  they 

bent And    their   wives   advising 

them  how  to  do  it,  the  while  they'd 
be  gagged,  and  unable  to  answer 

back For  a   change   they   could 

take  a  red-hot  engine  apart  and 
put  it  together  again  with  their 
fingers  and  a  pair  of  curling  tongs 

After  a  few  aeons  of  that,   I'd 

hire  a  fellow  with  a  really  good 
imagination  to  devise  some  appro- 
priate   and    sufficient    tortures 

Another     crossing     now Here's 

one  slowing  up.  I  wonder  if  he's 
sick,    or   run   out   of   gas?       Huh! 

it's  Jim.     He's  beckoning  me  in 

Thanks,  Jim,    I  would  like  a  lift. 

Pretty    tired    to-night Just    got 

the  bus  out  after  the  winter,  eh? 

She's   running   like    a   dynamo 

Ten     thousand     miles,     you     say? 

I'd    never    have    imagined    it 

Gosh,  those  four-wheel  brakes  pull 
you  up — lucky  for  that  damfool 
jay-walker  you  had  them.  Why 
didn't  you  let  him  jump?  What 
did   God  give  him  legs  for? 

—E.L.M.B. 

*  *     * 

L'il  piccaninny 
Looks  just  like  his  poppy; 
Don't  know  what  to  call  him, 
'Less  it's  Carbon  Copy. 

— Octopus. 

Kisses  that  Kill 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

If  this  startling  statement  be 
true,  a  campaign  is  indicated  against 
the  Kiss  that  Kills,  the  Buss  that 
Buries  and  other  forms  of  Perilous 
Petting.  Still,  it  may  be  possible 
to  attain  senility  in  a  hermit's 
life — but  why? 

*  *      * 

Psychology 

Prof,  in  Psych.  1 — What  do  you 
associate  with  the  word  "mutton"? 
Freshman — Jeff. 
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THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 


If  you  want  to  learn  FRENCH 
in  a  few  weeks  by  the  best  and 
the  quickest  method  (also  by 
correspondence),  apply  in  con- 
fidence to  Professor  Simonon, 
late  Professor  of  modern  lang- 
uages in  the  largest  Commer- 
cial Schools  in  the  world:  Pit- 
man's Schools,  London,  Eng. 

PROFESSOR  SIMONON'S  SCHOOLS 

Verdun,  P.Q-      -       Canada 


SPECIAL,  on  Sale:  "How  to 
I. earn  the  French  Verbs  in  One 
Week."  The  most  concise  epi- 
tome in  print,  25c  only,  post 
prepaid.  Every  pupil  in  French 
should  order  one. 


The  Temper  is  all  in  the 
blade  of  a  Durham- Duplex 


See  for  yourself.  Get  a 
genuine  Durham  -  Duplex 
Demonstrator  Razor  with 
one  blade  for  only  25c.  A 
real  razor — not  a  toy.  If 
your  dealer  cannot  supply 
you,  send  coupon  indicating 
style  razor  preferred. 


25* 


/ 


D^-funex 


I 

Kazor 


50  Pea 


and  ~-Sc- 


'  °**~biai]f? 


Tor 


'*  Cn 

Cbnt°o^ 

n'am.ri 


St 


TaWt 


Inter-  ^^^'"^, 

changeable  Blades  60c 
package  of  5.  3556A 

DURHAM-DUPLEX   RAZOR    CO.,   LTD 
Dept.  "G."  50  Pearl  Street     -     Torontp,  Ont. 
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<The  Blodes'Men  Swear  By  not  Jt 
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Follow  Lee  Fohl's  Maple  Leafs 

while  training   and    during  the 

entire  season  as  well  by  reading 

the  Sports  Pages 


in 


kt  ttlubft 


Canada's  National  Newspaper 


$5.00  BY  MAIL 
IN  CANADA 


$6.00  DELIVERED 
IN  TORONTO 


Go 
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THE  CORRECT 

TOTAL  IN  GOBLIN 

CONTEST  IS 

5,946 

THE  original  total  of  the  figures 
drawn  upon  the  chart  was 
5,984.  At  the  conclusion  of 
the  contest  the  sealed  envelopes 
containing  the  numbers  taken  out 
by  the  judges,  Messrs.  Perry  J. 
Giffen  of  Toronto  Star  Weekly, 
S.  P.  Stuart  of  The  Winnipeg  Free 
Press  and  Prairie  Farmer,  and 
J.  E.  McDougall,  Managing  Editor, 
Goblin,  were  opened.  The  total 
of  the  numbers  taken  out  by  the 
judges  was  found  to  be  38,  leaving 
correct  total  of  5,946. 

The  accuracy  of  the  contestants 
was  remarkable,  with  consequence 
that  more  than  seventy-five  con- 
testants supplied  correct  totals. 
This  means  that  only  those  con- 
testants who  had  exactly  right 
answers  are  eligible  for  the  seventy- 
five  prizes.  A  tie-breaker  contest 
is  now  being  forwarded  by  mail  to 
those  contestants  who  had  correct 
total  of  5,946.  This  should  be  in 
the  hands  of  all  contestants  by  this 
date,  and  if  not  received  by  that 
date,  contestants  are  requested  to 
write  immediately  to  Goblin  Maga- 
zine, Contest  Department,  advising 
it  of  non-receipt  of  the  tie-breaker 
contest. 

C9DLIN 
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ROYAL 

HOTEL 
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VERNON    O    •  CAQDV     ^Managing  Director 


Addresses  to  Be  Corrected 

Certain  contestants  who  sub- 
mitted correct  totals,  and  who  are 
eligible  to  try  the  tie-breaker  con- 
test, can  not  be  located  through 
the  addresses  given  on  their  entry 
coupons.  It  is  therefore  important 
that  they  write  Goblin  Magazine 
at  once,  giving  a  correct  address. 
These  contestants,  with  the  in- 
correct address  now  on  file  at  the 
Goblin  office,  are  as  follows: 
Ernest  Boyle,   Albert  St.,  Hailey- 

bury,  Ont. 
Walter  Baker,  247  Ann  St.,  Tor- 
onto. 
Marlon  Carson,  437  Albert   St., 

Ottawa,  Ont. 
P.     Ciemmensen,    618    William 

Ave.,  Winnipeg,  Man. 
I.  D.  Eastman,  Drayton,  Ont. 
Albert  Elmhirst,   R.R.  1,  Indian 

Mills,  Ont. 
A.    Hall,     13K    Davisville    Ave., 

North  Toronto,  Ont. 
Mary   D.  Johnston,   54    Barnes- 
dale  Ave.  South,  City. 
Mary  Penrose,  Suite  1 ,  Grosvenor 
Court,  161  Strafford  St.,  Winni- 
peg, Man. 
Everette    Roland,    Jr.,    R.R.    2, 

Bridgeway,  Ont. 
J.  D.  Tyrrel,  Fishercell,  Ont. 
Thos.  M.  Weatherhead,  30  Ben- 
nington Heights  Drive,  City. 
*        *        * 

Neat  and  to  the  Point 

Teacher  (who  has  given  his 
class  an  hour  in  which  to  write  a 
composition  on  any  subject  they 
choose):  "What  have  you  written, 
Johnny?" 

Johnny  (reading):  "The  football 
match  last  Saturday.  On  account 
of  unfavourable  weather  the  match 
was  postponed." 

— Nebelspalter,  Zurich. 


"Nothing  will  ever  make  me  believe 
that  I  am  like  that!" 

— Karikaluren,  Oslo. 


A   Modern   Touch 

In  Interior  Decoration 

\  RE  these  beautiful 
hand-carved  model 
airplanes,  eminently 
suitable  for  the  den  or 
living  room.  Moder- 
ately priced  at  from  ten 
to  twenty  dollars. 

A   Miniature  Model  of  the 
Plane  You  Flew  in  the  War 

Made  to  order  from  a 
photograph  adds  a  novel 
and  attractive  touch  to 
your  home. 

W rite  J  or  Particulars 

Box  23,  GOBLIN 
170  Bay  St.  Toronto 


The  Seductive  Touch 
of  the  Orient 

— this  alluring,  fascinat- 
ing attractive  beauty 
with  its  subtile,  mystic 
appeal  can  be  yours. 
Possess  this  bewitching 
appearance  thru.  34 

GoURAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Raohel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  She 

Ferd.  T.   Hopkins  &  Son.  Montreal 


EUROPf 


VfeCash/ 

Balance  ten  monthly  pay- 

menta  after  yon  return 

200  Tour*  to  choose  from* 

any  length 

Motor  Toon  $7  a  day  np, 

including  hotela 

WriU  for  BoaklH 


ItvusutY  Tours    Koefe 


44 


Goblin 


For  Critical 
People 

SIMPLE  in  operation,  quiet  in 
reception,  shielded  against  inter- 
ferences, perfect  in  tonal  qualities 
— Bosch  Radio  is  now  offered  to 
you  in  the  most  beautiful  of  all 
fine  furniture. 

The  five-tube  Imperial  Cruiser 
comes  now  in  a  Colonial  cabinet 
of  finest  matched  grain  walnut, 
beautifully  high-lighted,  It  is 
neither  too  high  nor  too  low,  but 
made  in  just  the  right  proportions 
to  harmonize  with  furnishings  of 
good  taste. 

BOSCH  RADIO 

The 

IMPERIAL  CRUISER 

This  neW  creation 
has  the  powerful, 
selective  Cruiser 
chassis  with  "Uni- 
fied Control"  and  is 
complete  with  the 
Library  Ambotone 
at  the  amazingly 
o  w  price  of 

$206-50 


See  it— hear  it — at  your  dealer's 

A.  CROSS  &  CO. 

Distributors 

45-47j  Elm  St.     -    -    Toronto 


The  New  Car 

What  He  Said— 

"Haw,   we'll  change   the  jolly   knob  on   the   gear 
shift   and   put   in   another   cigarette   lighter   and    I'll 
buy  the  little  dear — but  I  think  you're  prevaricating 
about  getting  eighty-five  out  of  her." 
What  the  Salesman  Said  (when  he  was  there) — ■ 

"There's  never  been  a  car  built  like  this  before — 
it's  an  epic  achievement — a  Cumberland  roadster 
with  a  racing  engine  and  a  special  body.  I'll  guarantee 
you  never  have  and  never  will  again  see  as  fine  a  car! 
"It's  a  beautiful  thing — a  car  for  a  true  aristocrat!" 
What  the  Salesman  Said  (when  he  was  not  there) — 

"I  hope  you  break  your  fool  neck — and  you  will 
in  a  week  if  you  don't  learn  to  drive!" 
What  His  Father  Said — 

"You  young  pup!      I  won't  pay  for  it — you  can 
sell  your  other  one  or  pay  installments  out  of  your 
allowance — ya  got  no  sense  at  all!" 
What  She  Said— 

"Oh,  Appleby!  I  do  think  it's  too  perfectly  lovely] 
I  mean  I  think  it's  so  darling]  You  know  it's  the 
most  excruciating  thing!  That  is  I  never  saw  any- 
thing so  perfectly  wonderful — oh,  oo  gweat  bid  speed 
demon,  oo! 
What  the  Garage  Man  Said — 

"Damned  hunk  of  tin!      Hold  together  as  long  as 
the   paint   lasts!" 
What  the  Traffic  Cop  Said — 

"Aw,  don't   pull    that   line   on   me,   young   feller! 
Ya  can't  do  sixty  on  this  road  an'  get  away  with  it! 
Shut  your  yap  and  show  us  yer  license!" 
What  the  Kid  in  the  Street  Said — 

"Hey,  Jimmy!     Looka'  the  funny  man  in  th'  red 
car  playin'  fire  engine!" 
What  the  Man  Next  Door  Said— 

"Dam'   young  squirt!        There   oughta   be  a   law 
against  cut  outs!" 
What  He  Said  (six  months  later) — 

"No,  I  had  to  get  rid  of  the  buggy.  Really,  you 
know,  the  whole  trouble  was  the  oil  pump  couldn't 
get  any  oil  on  the  last  bearing  when  I  got  over  seventy! 
Imagine,  ridiculous!" 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

A  seventeen-foot  whale  was  recently  caught  at 
Hastings.      It   is   said    that   it    took   three   fishermen 

standing  in  a  row  to  describe  the  length  of  it. — Show. 

*  *        * 

The  Naked  Truth 
"Loidy,  please  help  me  recover  me  child." 
"Dear   me!   is  he  lost?" 

"No,    loidy,    but   his   clothes   are   all   worn   out." 

—Red   Cat. 

*  *        * 

Prof:  Now  see  here,  Mr.  Jones,  if  you  were 
asked  to  classify  the  females  of  a  race  of  black  monkeys 
what  name  would  you  give  them? 

Absent-Minded    Student:  Monkey    wenches. 

— Chapparal. 

*  *        * 

Some  Blessing 
Just  think  of  it:  If  a  radio  announcer  ever  sneezed, 
ten  million  people  would  say:  "God  bless  you! 
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The  Road  to  Happiness 

JGWERY  day  we  are  making  some  TN  a  short  time  now  our  flying  fields 

*-*  young  man's  dreams  of  success  -*■  will    be    in    excellent    condition, 

come  true.    This  keen,  bright  type  of  Our  new  planes  will  arrive  in  a  few 

young  manhood  is  finding  its  future  days  and  every  detail  is  in  splendid 

in  the  thrilling,  interesting  and  lucra-  shape.    Actual  flying  training  will  be 

tive  industry,  Commercial  Aviation.  commenced  immediately. 

| 

Do  not  Sit  Still  and  Wait  for  Opportunities   and  SUCCeSS  tO       I  Send  me  at  once  your  free  book- 

come  to  you,    Go  in  search  of  them.  j  ^^^S^tL^l 

I  places  me  under  no  obligation. 

Canadian  School  of  Aviation  j Narae 

I  St.  Address 

304  STAIR  BUILDING  TORONTO 

I  City 
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QuickRelief 

Mt    CUTS 
^       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


ANT'SEPr,G 

©  HEALING/. 


About    Time 

Mrs.  B.:  "Do  you  realize  that 
twenty-five  years  ago  to-day  we 
became  engaged?" 

Dr.  T.  Bruce  (absent-mindedly): 
"Twenty-five  years!  You  should 
have  reminded  me  before.  It's 
certainly  time  we  got  married." 

Mountain  Goat. 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND    COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


Too  Much  Efficiency 

Hick — Did  you  hear  that 
fire  department  fired  their 
ciency   expert? 

Priscilla — They  did? 

Hick — Yep,  he  went  and 
unbreakable  glass  in  all  the 
alarm  boxes. 


the 
effi- 


put 
fire 


Punch    Bowl. 


To  Juanyta  Clivette 

(With  a  nod  to  Milt  Gross) 
Ooh,  how  1  would  luv  to  trevel 
On  de  hocean  wott's  so  blue; 
I  would  luv  to  hev  it  a  gulden  ship 
And  on  de  reeplink  waters  cripp, 
And  hev  de  waves  sing  me  to  slipp, 
Dott  would  be  nize,  don't  you? 

Second   Stcnza 
And   whan   de  ship  would  enchor, 
I  would  lay  donn  wit  de  crew, 
And  watch  de  boids  fly  in  de  skyz 
As  on  a  cloud  to  rast  he  tries 
Witt  a  deesapointment  look  in  his 

eyes, 
Ivvin  as  I  or  you. 

Naxt  Stenza 
Pray  tal  me,  fairest  demzel, 
Would  you  care  to  sail  wit  me 
To    foreign    shorez    of    strange    re- 

mence 
Where     hangels     sing     and     fairiz 

dence? 
If  I  wus  you  I'd  take  a  chence; 
It's  a  gudgeous  sight,   bliv  me. 

— Arthur    Auerbach. 
in    the   N.Y.   Graphic. 

Invictus  Revised 

In  the  fell  clutch  of  circumstance, 
I've  winced  a  lot  and  cried  aloud; 
Under  the  bludgeonings  of  chance, 
My  head  has  frequently  been 
bowed. 

It  matters  not  how  dull  the  earth, 
How    gray    the    sky    that    clouds 

above  it, 
The  world  is  full  of  life  and  mirth, 
And  even  if  it  ain't,  what  of  it? 
F.  P.  A.  in  the  N.Y.   World. 

What's  the  Difference 

Roberta:  Do  you  believe  in  signs? 

Robert:  (trying  to  be  funny): 
Only  in  those  made  by  dumb 
persons  and  traffic  cops. 

Roberta:  Why  be  so  discrimin- 
ating? 

First  Doctor — The  patient  can't 
keep  anything  on  her  stomach. 

Second  Doctor — No — she  thinks 
she's  Cleopatra. 

— Pelican. 

%  %  ^ 

"Dear,  dear,  you  musn't  play 
with  daddy's  razor,  baby.  Mother 
has  a  can  of  peaches  to  open.' 

Juggler. 


Lending  added  charm  to  your  most  precious  china,  a 
Hotpoint  Electric  Percolator  is  always  ready  to  provide 
deliciously  fragrant  coffee  that  will  delight  your  guests 
and  gratify  your  own  longings.  Truly  it  is  an  indis- 
pensable servant  for  the  home. 


SERYANTS>rMe  HOME 

Electric  Toasters  •  Grills  *  Percolators 
Irons •  •  -Ranges  *.  -  -Water Heaters 

A   Canadian    General    Electric    Product 
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